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PREFACE. 



11 SEND it rough, as it was hewn from the rock 
I and dug from the mine; well pleased should 
one vein of golden truth pervade the whole. All 
the poetry, with the exception of the headings, is 
original, by the authoress of the tale. 
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CHAPTER I. 



* But what a paradox of wondrous crime, 
What mystery dark of permanence and power, 
To men and angels must thy history be!" 

R. M. 



|m^3^HE family of Monsieur Montaban consisted 
^^^Q^ of his wife^ two daughters^ one son^ and a 
relative, named Henri Montaban, who had been 
consigned to his guardianship when an infant. The 
evening of theday on which our narrative com- 
mences. Monsieur Montaban and his family were 
assembled in a pleasant sitting-room, from which a 
glass door opened into a flower garden, rich in 
beauty, rich in bloom; the care and culture of the 
latter gave much interesting and healthful employ- 
ment to the younger portion of the assembled group. 
Bertha, the eldest daughter, taking a basket in her 

B 
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hånd, descended the steps that led to the parterre, 
and went to the upper part of the garden, where a 
piece of ground was latticed round for the benefit of 
a few pigeons and fancy poultry that had their resi- 
dence in that locality. When Bertha had visited 
and fed her pets, she collected some new-laid eggs to 
add to the comfort of the morning breakfast party. 
Alas! alas! what woes, what changes may a day, 
an hour, bring forth ! What pleasing anticipations, 
what sanguine hopes, may the coming hour destroy ! 
Bertha remained inside her aviary for some time, 
amusing herself making arrangements for the com- 
fort of its inmates. When her feathery charge were 
at rest, and safely enclosed for the night, she strolled 
around the neatly-arranged flower beds, culling a 
sweet and tasteful bouquet to ornament and perfume 
the breakfast table, that she usually prepared for her 
loved ones. When she had collected many fragrant 
blossoms of various kinds, a gorgeous bed of tulips 
attracted her attention ; she stopped to admire, but 
not to gather them. ^^No,^^ she said, "you have no 
perfume ; I will leave you there to attrået the uni- 
versal admiration you so well merit. You are like 
the court beauties, all dazzling to behold. But as 
you are only for display, the lovely flowers that shed 
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sweet fragrance will add more charm to the home 
fireside. 

Joyfully she ascended the steps, quickly opening 
the glass door to show all her newly acquired trea- 
sures, when she stumbled over the bloody head of 
her father, the body from which it was severed lay at 
a little distance. As she raised her eyes from the 
dreadful spectacle, her mother^s gashed dead body 
met her gaze. A little further on lay the murdered 
remains of her brother, with the legs and arms 
severed from the trunk. Her cherished and only 
sister lay also before her, divided into two parts. 

Bertha stood transfixed, with clasped hånds (the 
basket and its freight falling unheeded, as in horror 
she clasped them,) and motionless eyes, looking 
through and through the bloody scene before her. 
All, all were dead, weltering in their blood, which 
deluged the room. All, the work of the Dragon - 
nådes, ordered by Louis XIV. to please the Jesuits ; 
and thus this most Christian King consented to have 
his subjects massacred. 

Not a scream, not an exclamation, not a tear, 
came to her relief! Her feelings seemed pent-up, 
ice-bound with the chili of horror that came over her, 
as the fearful reality of her great woe entered through 
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that fixed, that prolonged gaze into her inmost soul. 
At length, when the full tale of horror was revealed 
to her stricken heart, the rigidity of her hand-clasp 
gave way, her knees smote together, her whole frame 
shook, her eyes closed, and she fell in a swoon on 
the dead body of her mother. How long she re- 
mained in that state we cannot say. The shades of 
night were fast approaching, still she thus remained 
as death-like as those around her. 

Towards morning, as consciousness returned, and 
as the life-blood began to flow more quickly, she 
moved slowly, stretching her limbs, when one hånd 
touched her mother^s ice-like arm, with the blood- 
clotted hair clinging round it. With a wild and 
piercing shriek she sprang up, alive to all the realities 
of her misfortune. In a state of agony she stood up- 
right. It was still dark. She then knelt down, and 
with upraised hånds and eyes, she speechlessly held 
communion upon high, seeking grace to resign her 
to the will of God, and to direct her for the future. 

Ah ! how eamestly at that awful moment did she 
entreat the Lord to seal her as His own, to increase 
her faith that she might be willing to suffer what* 
ever He chose to afHiet her with. She remained in 
that one position, fearing to move, lest she might 
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agåin come in contact with the horrors that sur- 
rounded her, as she felt her nerves had been too 
much shaken to bear a similar shock. So she 
prayed, and waited for the day. 

In a short time she heard a footstep in the garden. 
She felt no fear — she had now no one to fear for — for 
herself she had none. She felt that her soul was in 
her Saviour's keeping; that her prayer was heard and 
answered. They could only kill her body, but could 
not hurt her soul. She listened, and heard distinctly 
footsteps approaching. Could it be Henri that had 
escaped ? Could he be coming to look for the sur- 
vivors? What could have happened Henri, who 
was in the room when she had left it to go into the 
garden ? While thus anxiously listening, the door 
opened, and a man walked hurriedly into the room. 
Daylight had dawned; though it was still too dark 
for her to discern the features of the kind friend who 
now approached, stooped and took her hånd, (for 
she was still kneeling,) saying, ^^ Bertha, dear girl, 
are you safe ? " 

At the sound of the well-known voice of her 
father's valued friend and neighbour, M. Verner, she 
clasped him round the knees, bursting into an agony 
of tears and sobs. Too great for utterance was her 



Digitized 



by Google 



lo Philippe. 

emotion. It was well. It was the first relief her 
pent-up anguish experienced. He kept his arm 
around her, supporting her convulsed frame. He 
did not try to restrain her grief. He was glad to see 
her tears gushing freely. The flood-gates of his own 
heart-sorrow opened, and they both cried and sobbed 
together, until the light of day had increased, so as 
to alarm Monsieur Verner for their mutual safety. 

'^Bertha, you must exert yourself and do as I di- 
rect you. We must aet quickly before our eneniies 
are abroad. First answer my painful question with 
as little delay as possible. How many have you lost? 
I have lost my only child ! my dear daughter.'' 

'^All my loved ones are here before you dead, 
éxcept Henri ; he is not here. I cannot tell whether 
he has escaped or not. I was in the garden when 
the dreadful butchery took place.^' 

'^Come with me, Bertha, and I will show you 
å hiding-place, where remain until I call you. Give 
me the keys of your house, partic ularly your father^s 
keys if you can.^^ 

Bertha silently accompanied him without daring 
to look behind. He supported her agitated form 
through the pleasure-ground of her own residence. 
He then helped her over the boundary wall, and 
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desired her to remain in the plantatlon on the other 
side until he returned. She bowed her head in ac- 
quiescence, as he hurried away, taking with him M. 
Brooke, the gårdener, who had fbllowed him, and 
was in waiting to accompany him. 

M. Verner then went through Bertha^s home, 
gathering in a bag, all the eatables he could find. He 
opened the desk of his deceased friend, as he well 
knew what it contained. He took from it ready 
money, papers of consequence respecting property, 
together with a sealed package directed to Henri, 
which had been left in care of M. Montaban, to be 
given to Henri when he came of age, and not until 
then. 

This package he consigned to the care of M. 
Brooke to give Henri, should he be able to find out 
where he was. M. Verner, taking with him a suit 
of clothes that had belonged to Bertha^s deceased 
brother, hurried to the garden, where there was a 
large hole that had been dug lately in search for 
water. M. Brooke then assisted him to bury the 
remains of the murdered family in it, covering the 
grave hastily, but promising to have it properly 
finished hereafter if possible. 

M. Verner was anxious to hasten to Bertha, so 
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putting up his treasures as conveniently as he could, 
he soon arrived where Bertha was safely sheltered. 
He first gave her refreshment, making her drink 
wine that he had managed to bring with him. When 
she looked strengthened by the nourishment, he 
then, suspecting what might be causing her anxiety, 
said : — 

'^Bertha, be'comforted. I have buried my only 
daughter, and all the remains of your loved friends, 
as well as circumstances permitted/' 

Bursting out again in hystericai sobs^ she thanked 
him, telling him how much it comforted her, as 
during the time she was alone in the plantation it 
was harre wing her heart to think that the remains of 
her loved parents were left without care or burial. 

" Dear sir, forgive my bursts of sorrow ; still they 
relieve inward pressure. Dear friend, I trust I can 
say, ' Thy will be done/ Glory be to Him who has 
enabled me to say it, who has listened to my ferven t 
prayer for grace to say with truth, ^Thy will be 
done/ Must I not, dear friend of my childhood, 
feel for your sorrow — sorrow that is mine as well as 
yours/' 

"Bertha, there is no time for us to speak or 
mourn ; we may be pursued. I have brought you a 
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suit of your brother's clothes, which I request you 
will now put on. You can get into a retired place 
among the trees, while I prepare for our tiresome 
and perilous jouraey/' 

Seeing Bertha looking disconcerted, and evincing 
a feeling of repugnance, he spoke with warmth: 
" Bertha, though you may be careless of your own 
life, you must remember that mine may very much 
depend on your obeying my wise directions with 
promptness. Pray remember that I could have 
been, before this, some miles on my way, but for 
my wish to serve you. Remember, if I am caught 
I will be sent to the galleys.for life. It is my wish 
to aet the part of a fat her towards the child of my 
lost, my valued friends, your parents. Go in among 
the trees, change your dress as I have directed you ; 
parcel up your own garments ; Brooke has orders to 
take them away.^^ 

Bertha, seeing the urgency of the case, and the 
danger her friend was exposed to, obeyed without 
stating her own objections to the proceeding. 
Quickly returning she found him packing all he 
could bring with him. 

" Now stand quietly,'' he said, as he caught hold 
of her beautiful hair, and cut it as like the fashion of 
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a young lad's hair as he could in his haste ; he then 
stained her with a brown dye, and roUed up her hair 
in a parcel for the gårdener to destroy. 

"Now come; the sun is beginning to rise. Re- 
member you are my son ; should any person accost 
you, you must feign to be deaf and dumb/' 

^^Ah! do not ask me to feign. I will obey you 
in not speaking to any stranger.^' 

She feared to say more. M. Verner had laid aside 
his usual gentlemanly habit, and had dressed him- 
self in a suit the gårdener gave him in exchange. 
The poor persecuted pair began their wearisome 
journey, looking to their Heavenly Father for gui- 
dance and protection. The way they travelled was 
thickly wooded, which not only comforted, by shad- 
' ing from the sun, but also protected them, in a mea- 
sure, by concealing them from the troops pursuing 
the fugitives in every direction. The object M. 
Verner had in view was, to endeavour to make his 
way to the sea shore, and travel on by ship to 
England — the hospitable refuge of the hunted-down 
Huguenot; M. Verner not being then aware that 
England in that respect was changed, since the ac- 
cession of James II., who, opportunely for the cause 
of the Jesuits of Rome, ascended the throne of 
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England in that very same year that the Edict of 
Nantes was revoked. The joumey M. Verner had 
planned was a very perilous undertak ing, as new 
laws recently enacted allowed no Huguenot to leave 
France. ^ The penalty if caught fleeing was, for men, 
the galleys for life, and for women, confinement 
either in nunneries or prisons. The woods and 
roads leading to any way of escape were scoured by 
soldiers. The sea coast was guarded ; the ships were 
boarded and searched by the emissaries of the Most 
Christian King ! 

In what could Louis have deserved the title of 
Most Christian King? Is it because he obeyed 
duteously the hellish orders of ^^The Society of 
Jesus ^^ ? Strange delusion ! Strange application of 
words — of names — of titles! 
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CHAPTER II. 



* Are not we beset ... by fiendish hosts, 
Curtained in secrecy of hate and heil. ** 

R. M. 



BrS9| ERTHA, now fully understanding the exi- 
IP^SH gencies of the case^ and fully appreciating 
the self-denial and great kfndness of her friend, her 
now sole guide and protector, instantly resolved to 
put forth all her energies, to be a hel per instead of a 
drawback — a burden on the good friend who was 
suffering in the same sad necessity as she was — 
equally needing the balm of sympathy and kindness 
to heal his deeply wounded heart. 

From his own lips she now learned that on retum- 
ing home the evening beforc, rather later than usual, 
he found the mutilated body of his daughter lying on 
the floor. His house was open, and empty ; the ser- 
vants, he supposed, having either recanted or fled to 
save their lives. 
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When he had recovered from the shock he had re- 
ceived, he buried his daiighter^s remains in his gar- 
den ; digging himseif her grave, and piously kneeling 
there, he sought strength and resignation. He then 
thought of his friend Montaban, whose house, 
though not adjoining his, was within a short walk 
through their respective pleasure-grounds. On see- 
ing the desolation of his friendes only surviving child, 
he resolved to be to her a father. 

Bertha had loved his daughter as a sis ter; she had 
been the play-fellow of her childhood, and the friend 
of her more advanced years. Sympathy for eaeh 
other's grief, thus cemented the bond of union be- 
tween them, and they wended their intricate way to- 
gether as quickly as they could ; Bertha exerting her 
strength, not to delay the friend who seemed to 
dread being pursued. 

The sun had now risen higher, tinting the horizon 
with that lovely roseate hue of dawn, dispersing the 
lingering shades of night, and pouring such a flood 
of light, of brightness all around, as to lend enchant- 
ment to the lovely scene it shone upon. The dew- 
drops that graced the wavy sprays of the brushwood 
looked so bright and sparkling, as they glistened 
away in the beam, that they quite out-rivalled the 
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splendour of the diamond coronet of royalty. The 
sweet little hour-glass flowerets, here and there, ever 
and anon, opening their soft petals to bathe them in 
the sunbeams, to reflect the brilliancy of his rainbow 
rays, marking time as they oped, or drooped, or 
closed, added beauty still to beaiity. Well may one 
exclaim, as in days of yore, "What a pity when 
creation is so lovely, that only man is vile/' It is 
too true that man is vile, but man was not always 
vile. All that God created was pronounced good. 
How few realize the faet, the melancholy faet, that a 
strong power, the power of Satan, a power antagon- 
istic to God, to all that is good, is always at work to 
destroy, to overturn all that is good or holy, and to 
bring man into perdition along with himself. Satan, 
the prince of the powers of heil. How tremendous 
the power to do evil that Satan exercises in this 
world. His myrmidons, his angels, are innumerable. 
Legion ! their name. Man has not only to wrestle 
against flesh and blood, and against his own evil na- 
ture, he has also to wrestle against principalities and 
powers, against the rulers of darkness in this world, 
and against spiritual wickedness in high piaces. As 
soon as man, in the image of his Maker, appéared on 
this earth, the devil sought to mar the image, and 
succeeded. 
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Enraged then that God should send His own Son, 
not only to restore man to what he had lost by sin, 
but also to crush the power of the serpent-devil, 
he, the devil, aided by all the powers of heil, has 
ever since, to the utmost of his power, endeavoured 
to keep men from being the subjects of Christ^s 
kingdom ; enlisting in his cause, (the cause of sub- 
verting the power and kingdom of Christ,) not only 
his myrmidons, legion, hisp rincipalities, his rulers 
of darkness, but also enlisting men, with craft and 
subtlety, to enter the lists against their fellow-men, 
that the kingdom of Christ might not prosper in 
the world, and that the wondrous work of salvation, 
finished and protected by Christ, (if possible,) might 
be marred, as was the work of creation. Thus, in 
this world's history, Satan^s devils, and Satan's men, 
have always been opposed to God^s Word and God's 
people. Since Christ came, the devil (knowing that 
his time is short, knowing that he failed in his trial 
to tempt the second Adam) is furiously working, 
employing his children among men, to help in de- 
stroying the kingdom of Christ, at least within the 
hearts of men. The printing of the Bible in all the 
languages spoken in the world, and its wide circula- 
tion, shook so much the deviPs power to turn souls 
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away from Gospel truth and Gospel light, thai no 
trouble is spared, no means left undone, to prevent 
the circulation of God^s Word among mankind, or 
its simple meaning being understood. 

Political powers, Jesuits, infidels combine to per- 
secute, to torture, to kill, to immure all who dåre to 
read the Word of their God, the letter of their Re- 
deemer, lest they might learn the way of salvation. 
Man became vile when he lost the image of his 
Maker; and vile, vile indeed, is man when he be- 
comes the soldier of the devil, the child of the devil, 
the politician for the devil, working with all subtlety 
and craft to help on the wicked work of his master 
Satan, in subverting the kingdom of Christ 

Because the Huguenots believed and loved the 
Bible, the devil trembled at its power of turning men 
from darkness to light, and from the power of Satan 
unto God. Thus, the policy of the powers of heil 
was to put down the Bible, to burn it, and to destroy 
by fire and s word all who read, taught, or professed 
it. It is very sad to feel and know that our fellow- 
men, our brothers in the flesh, join and aid the devil 
in this Bible warfare. There are but two classes 
among mankind. Those who work for Christ, and 
enlist on His side, and those who work for Satan, 
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and enlist under his banner. '' We cannot serve two 
masters/' " He that is not against us is on our part/'- 
Christ says. Whose work then was the work of the 
cruel persecution of the Bible Huguenots? Was it 
the work of God, or the work of His adversary, the 
devil ? 

We cannot stand neutral. We must either join 
the ranks of the great opponent that fighteth against 
God, or stand on the side of God. 

God, who well knew the power His people would 
have to contend with in this state of probation, has 
Himself provided the armour the Christian should 
be clad in, to protect him from the darts of the 
wicked one. He describes it in the sixth chapter of 
Ephesians, beginning at the sixth verse. 

"THE GIRDLE OF TRUTH." 
Ehpes. vi. 

May we put on that panoply Divine ! 

That armour forged in heaven from heaven's mine ; 

That heil, with all its power and all its wiles, 

May ftever shade us from our Father's smiles. 

Oh ! to be girt about with Truth while here — 

That golden girdle of a brighter sphere ! 

The lip of Truth, defying Satan's art, 

And Truth within, ennobling all the heart. 

Its honest flashing in the eye e*en now, 

And all its dignity upon the brow. 

C 
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Fair Truth I an emanation from above, 
That fled this earth when Adam ceased to love, 
And hid— Oh? then how lies did flood this earth, 
Black as the dark ahyss that gave them birth ; 
But mercy smiled — and gave a treasure-trove — 
God's Truth embodied in His Book of Love ; 
And Christ, the Truth was given — and Christ can firee 
Mankind from Satan's power and slavery. 

THE BREAST-PLATE. 

What more, say, of the Christian warrior's dress! 
Yes, there *s a Breast-Plate — Christ, our Righteousness! 
This wondrous Breast-Plate 's all so pure, so bright — 
Shrinking aghast^ our foe gives up the fight. 

"THE FEET SHOD WITH THE GOSPEL OP PEACK'' 

Christians ! go bid the Gospel trumpet sound, 

And chase the devil from his vantage ground. 

He may deem fallen man is all his own, 

Where news of grace and peace have never flown. 

Then cast the Gospel net near every shore, 

Many have come ! still, still, there *s room for more ; 

Jesus' dominion ! Is it not to be 

From pole to pole ? yes, and from sea to sea. 

Work each, work all, a soul there *s still to save ; 

' Tis drop by drop that swells the ocean wave. 

The carrier-bird on silvery pinions bore 

The Gospel tidings to a distant shore. 

In battle-field, a dying warrior read 

Salvation ! on the covering of his bed, 

Work'd for the wounded by a mother's hånd, 

' Twas her own son it saved in foreign land. 

THE SHIELD. 

The fiery darts of Satan's band, 

Weak, sinful man could ne'er withstand, 
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Save for that annoury above, 
The Christian's treasury of love — 
"I am thy Shield," the Father saith, 
But hast thou thine ? thy shield of Faith, 
A wall of fire encircles thee, 
Whene'er thy trust is placed in me. 

THE HELMET. 

The Helmet ! — Christ our hope, our own 
Sal vation] — ^Oh! the glorious crown! 
Salvation, far and near proclaim ! 
Salvation 1 — Music 's in the name — 
All echoed from the realms of love, 
By angels round the throne above, 
And, acting like a magic spell, 
It shakes the very dornes of helL 

THE SWORD. 

And then the power of that sword — 
The Word of God !— the mighty Word ! 
The weapon that alone o'erthrows 
The strongholds of our hellish foes. 
The Spiritus Sword ! Say, can this be 
The flaming guardian of " The Tree"? 
That emblem of God's only Son I 
Th' Etemal Life !— The Holy One! 
Great was the triumph down in heil 
When Adam sinn'd, when Adam fell ; 
But greater still the hellish rage, 
When Jesus, in a later age, 
Game here to bruise the Serpent's head, 
And to awake to life the dead. 
To tempt the second Adam, then 
The sinless Man, 'mong sinful men. 
Satan came with his wiliest wiles, 
Hiding his guile 'neath blandest smiles — 
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Fiery the trial I All alone ! 

Thus to defeat the evil one, 

And hurl him from His earthly throne. 

Christ's weapon was the written Word, 

The Spirt's sharp, two-edgéd sword ; 

The flaming sword that kept " The Way" 

To endless life, to endless day, 

And Christ, the Way, the Life, is ours, 

In spite of heil and all its powers. 

PRAYER. 

Prayer is the wing that wafts our wishes high, 

The ladder that connects ns with the sky ; 

The speaking trampet, soimding far above, 

The aspirations of a heart of love. 

** Archimedes would move the world," he said, 

** Could he but have his mighty lever laid." 

The Christian triumphs o'er the Heathen there — 

Faith is his fulcrum, and his lever — ^prayer — 

POWER * that can move the mountain from its bed- 

Prayer, based on faith, the very devils dread. 

* Mark xi. 23, 24. 
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CHAPTER III. 

KjKAME have said that Henri was a ward of 
^AÆl M. Montaban. His father was a man of 
rank and distinction. He was much loved by the 
oppressed Huguenots of France, whose cause he 
warmly espoused, and whose battles he bravely 
fought, when Cardinal Richelieu was at the head of 
afiairs. Henriks mother was his second wife. His 
eldest son, by his first wife, was ten years old when 
Henri was bom. A few seconds after the birth 
of Henri, a servant (who was impatiently awaiting 
in expectation of his father's arrival with the 
eldest son to partake of the dinner she had pre- 
pared) rushed suddenly into his mother's bedroom 
exclaiming, '^ Dreadful news. Madam ! The master 
and his son have been kidnapped and murdered!" 
The physician, who was at the bedside of the invalid, 
sent the woman away; but, alas ! the shock had 
taken effect on his patient — a fatal effect. Her 
nearest relative, M. Montaban, was immediately 
sent for. *' Dear friend," she said, when he arrived. 
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*' this morning my husband left home to visit his 
eldest son at the school where he is a boarder, in 
order to bring him here to spend his birthday with 
us. Unexpectedly I was taken ill after he left. Is 
it not sad ! Do you think what I have heard is 
true?'' 

M. Montaban endeavoured to soothe and comfort 
her. 

''The doctor thinks I cannot live many hours. 
Will you adopt my son, and bring him up as your 
own ? Let him be baptised, Henri Montaban. Let 
him remain ignorant of his sirname until he comes 
of age. My reason for secrecy on this point is, that 
I fear the enemies who have waylaid his father and 
brother will not allow him to live if they know that 
he is also the son of the gallant man whom they 
feared, and therefore hated/^ 

M. Montaban promised acquiescence to her wishes 
in every respect. He then wrote, by her dictation, a 
letter to her son Henri, to be given to him when he 
came of age. She also bequeathed an annuity shei 
possessed in her own right to the care of M. Monta- 
ban, for Henri's use. ''Now pray,^^ she said, "let 
me bid farewell to the little darling who must never 
know a father or a mother's love. Pray take him at 
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once to his future home. I wish to forget earthly 
things, and to fix my heart and mind on things 
above, where Christ sitteth on the right hånd of 
God. • Oh ! my husband, are you there before me, 
or are you still on earth in suffering ? ^' 

M. Montaban had the baby brought to his wife, 
who had been recently confined of a daughter. His 
wife lovingly received the child, nursing the two 
children as twin sister and brother: nor did they, 
while she lived, ever know that she was not their 
mutual parent. 

The doctor and M. Montaban remained with the 
dying mother, who passed away quietly in a sleep 
before day break. Henri was very happy in his 
adopted home. Monsieur and Madame Montaban 
loved him as their own child. He grew up with 
their children, believing that he really was their 
brother. Bertha and H^nri, being the twin brother 
and sister, were inseparable in childhood. They 
played and studied together. Henri felt in Bertha 
the comfort of a sister^s fond, abiding love, and 
Bertha experieneed the manly assistance and protec- 
tion of a brother from Henri, whose affection for her 
was unbounded. 
. When Henri grew up, he remained part of the 
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year in Paris to complete his studies. He there 
became acquainted with the young Count de Paré^ 
for whom he conceived a sincere friendship^ and^ 
though the Count was his senior by nine or ten 
years, he enjoyed his soeiety very much« Stranger 
still — the Count was a Roman Catholic ! Yet, not- 
withstanding the want of confidence persecution 
caused at that time between the two sects, Henri 
and the Count were inseparable. The Count had at 
this time in his employment, as caretaker of his 
horses^ a soldier^ at present discharged^ but liable to 
be cailed on when any emergency required additional 
troops. His faithfulness and afFection won the 
sincefe regard of the Count and his friend. He was 
an Irishman who, fond of ^* seei^g the world/' as he 
said, left his home at an early age, in a merchant 
vessel bound for France. When he had spent all 
his money seeing the sights in Paris and in other 
piaces, he enlisted in a French regiment, which regi-r 
ment had been disbanded some years before. 

Since that time he had faithfuUy served the Count 
de Paré. His name was Patrick Delahy. The 
Count was in a high position, and rather a favourite 
at the court of Louis XIV. He possessed a talent 
for diplomacy, and his penetration and judgment 
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were much valued by older statesmen. Yet the 
Count did not seem happy, particularly since Louis 
had revoked the edict of Nantes, the revocation of 
which had caused already dreadful persecution. He 
could not join in the joy and triumph of Rome and 
the Jesuits, viz., that the king had at length acceded 
to their wishes respecting the revocation of the edict. 
Feeling, therefore, often out of place in the society 
he moved in, it was great delight to him to spend a 
day fishing or walking with Henri, in some pleasant 
locality, far away from the din and tumult of busy 
life. 

A short time before Henri left Paris, to return to 
his home near Sedan, he was walking with his usual 
companion, Count de Paré, on the banks of the river 
Seine. Henri, in buoyant sprits, walked along, en- 
joying the beauties of nature, that occasionally broke 
upon his view, as he wended his way with the Wind- 
ings of the river; but his companion seemed very 
much depressed, and remained silent for some time. 
At last he suddenly exclaimed — 

'^Henrij I am watched. There is a surveillance 
over all my movements. I know not, but at this 
very moment two dark, designing witchcraft eyes are 
looking at me. I know not by what epithets to 
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call the deep, deep eyes that haunt me. Oh, Henri/' 
he continued, lowering his voice to a whisper, "you 
do not know the miser)' of being a Roman Catholic ; 
brought up by Jesuits, and made their slave during 
the rest of life ! Oh, how I wish I was a Huguenot 
again ! Will it — can it ever be ? '^ 

Henri, looking eamestly in his face, and stopping 
with astonishment, said — 

''What do you mean, Count de Paré }" 

'* Ah ! call me Philippe, if you love me, the name 
of my happy, happy childhood. Never has that 
name resounded through my heart or ears since my 
loved Huguenot father called me his own dear 
Philippe when I was ten years old/' 

So saying, the strong man bowed his head, threw 
himself under a tree, and sobbed and cried as if his 
heart would break. 

The name of Philippe, associated as it was with his 
early, his only friend — his father — ^acted like a charm, 
a talisman, to cause an overflow of feelings long 
pent-up, long closed to any reciprocation of friend- 
ship or aflection. Henri sat down beside him, 
placed his arm round his neck, and raised him, so as 
to rest his head upon his shoulder. 

"Dearest Philippe, unbosom yourself to me, that I 
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may know how to comfort or advise you. Do you 
'feel better?'' 

'* Yes, I am much relieved. I dåre say that un- 
restrained expression of feeling will do me good. 
You are surprised, no doubt, my dear friend, at my 
confession, that I was once a Huguenot. , It is true, 
Henri. My father was a zealous, pious Huguenot; 
and, until I was ten years of age, he took great de- 
light in instruering me from the hest of books — the 
Bible — setting me a glorious example by exempli- 
fying in his life its heavenly precepts. He told me 
he had joined the Huguenot army when he was 
twenty years of age, which army was engaged at that 
time in resisting the troops Louis, the king, had 
sent against him, by the advice of Cardinal Richelieu. 
He was beloved by all ranks of men. In a short 
time he became one of the principal and most suc- 
cessful leaders of the Huguenot army. My mother 
died a few years after my birth. My father married 
a second time. I was seldom with my step-mother, 
as I was placed at a boarding school. This school 
was not far from my home, as my father wished to 
have me near him. You may have heard from the 
Huguenots how much the Count de Paré, my father, 
was esteemed and loved/' 
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'* Yes, I often have, but on account of your being 
a Roman Catholic, it never occurred to me that you " 
were related to him/' 

Henri was looking down with interest and affec- 
tion at Philippe, whose head was still resting on his 
shoulder, when the latter, whose gaze was fixed on 
Henriks face, suddenly exclaimed — 

''Why, Henri, it is my father that you are so 
like. As your face bent over mine just now, the 
strong resemblance struck me forcibly. Do you re- 
member how often I have said to you, that you 
reminded me of some early friend, but until this 
moment I could not say who the friend was. That 
likeness ! Is it not Strange ?'' 

Henri looked thoughtfully, as Philippe continued — 

'^When I was ten years old my father came to 
my school to take me home to spend my birthday 
with him. Together we left the seminary, in which 
I was a boarder, to walk home. In a lonely part of 
the road, a close carriage suddenly overtook us, and 
stopped for a moment. Immediately two men 
sprang over the adjoining hedge, and pinioned my 
father; a third caught me suddenly, and placed me 
inside the closed carriage, which was then swiftly 
roUed miles away by four horses,'* 
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Henri listened almost breathlessly. 

''I said to the sole occupant of the carriage, a 
rough-looking man, muffled up, chin and all— 

'^ ' Oh ! do not take me from my fathpr/ 

*' * Be silent, your father is murdered before this ; 
I have saved your life by taking you away. I 
answer no further questions. Be silent, on your 
peril/ 

" I moaned a piteous moan, and then, with fear 
and trembling, I leaned back, almost insensible to 
everything that was passing. Onwards, onwards 
we pressed, only stopping to change horses, until we 
reached the sea-shore, when I was carried out and 
placed in a sailing vessel bound for Italy. 

The man remained with me below deck. When 
he had taken Some refreshment, he gave me some 
also. Ordering me into a hammock, he settled him- 
self oii a couch. Stupified with grief, and terrified 
at the furious look of my companion, I knew not 
how long we were at sea. I was not allowed out of 
my hammock until we arrived in Italy. 

" Rome was my destination. There, in the college 
of Jesuits, I was placed; and there I lived until I 
was of age, without hearing aught of my early friends 
or relatives.'^ 
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" How shocking^ how dreadful ; do please go on, 
Philippe." 

*' A particular member of thc college was placed 
over me. He slept in my room, and I was never 
left alone unless locked up. I dare not speak unless 
spoken to. I had a New Testament in the pocket 
of my vest, which had been given to me as a birth- 
day present by my father. It had escaped notice, 
but I fouud it difficult to open it without being dis- 
covered. One morning my caretaker went out, lock- 
ing me in as usual. I then ventured to look at my 
present, and to kiss it in remembrance of my father. 
I was reading, and shedding many tears over it, when 
to my astonishment I saw my harsh overseer was 
standing at the foot of the bed. He had entered by 
a secret door. 

''^What book is that? ' he said. 

"' A book my father gave me for a birthday pre- 
sent.' 

'^ ' What is the name of the book ? ' 

'^^The New Testament, Signor.^ 

" Immediately he snatched it from me, and threw 
it into the fire. I sprang over, clasping him round 
the knees with extended arms. 

^'*0h, Signor! do not bum God*s Word; it is 
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His own book ; He will punish you. Pray do not 
commit so awful a sin/ 

"He wrested my arms from their grasp, and 
threw me with force upon the floor. He then 
ordered me to be carried to another apartment, in 
which there was a small dark closet. I was locked 
up in that closet for more than two days, without 
food or light. The third day it was opened by the 
General. I was carried out and laid on a sofa. 
Though there must have been either a weakness or 
a stupor over me, yet I was not quite insensible as I 
lay there. While a messenger was procuring brandy 
to restore me, I heard the General say to the man 
that locked me up in the dark closet : — ^ You went too 
far. A good statesman, educated by us, is far better 
for our cause than a dead Huguenot. Where there 
are hopes of conformity to our tenets, conversion is 
wiser than annihilation.' The General, when I was 
restored by the brandy, left the room, ordering me 
some nourishment, 

^^ From that time I was placed under the manage-' 
ment and tuition of a very elever, intellectual man — a 
man of great taste and talent for the fine arts, and 
one whose society in general was quite captivating. 
When in his company you felt yourself quite fasci- 
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nated, quite charmed, whether you wished it or not. 
He charmed you, like the rattlesnake, to your destnic- 
tion. His influence was powerful over you, absent 
or present. He induced you, contrary to your better 
judgment, to follow where he led, and to think his 
thoughts and opinions better, wiser than any prin- 
ciples or reasonings your own mind might suggest. 
I do not say he was amiable, or that his judgment 
and opinions were always right, yet he was so won- 
derfully elever in making the wrong appear the better 
reason, that few could confute him, and fewer still 
would dåre to contradict him. It was not what was 
right according to God^s law, or even man^s law, he 
strove to impress on your mind, but what was the 
best means to bring about the end wished for. To 
this man^s care and tuition I was consigned for more 
than ten years. He was very kind to me, and I 
often felt he really loved me, yet the unbounded in- 
fluence he had over me, made me feel in a kind of 
thraldom, that my heart rebelled against. I dåre not 
move without his will; my soul and body were 
under his control. I feared him as I would a basi- 
lisk, even against my wish or power to prevent it. 
He was most anxious that I should be enchanted 
with the imposing services of the Church of Rome. 
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He kept me strictly to confession, that powerful 
agent of Romanism. I was an acknowledged Ro- 
man Catholic. 

'^ When I was twenty-one I left him and Rome, 
caring little for vital religion, and not in the least 
disiiking the religion of the Pope of Rome. Every 
outward ceremony had been made fascinating, im- 
posing, and attractive to me. I had become accus- 
tomed to its forms and ceremonies: I performed 
them without a thought — doing in Rome what 
Rome does; and, in faet, what I should do in 
obedience to my stern master ; for stern he was in 
enforcing obedience to himself and to Loyola, the 
founder of his order. 

'^ When of age I was sent to France, to Louis XIV., 
well recommended, and he acknowledged me as the 
rightful heir to my father's title and fortune, favour- 
ing me with his patronage. To make me a elever, 
wily statesman was the one object of Paulino, 
coupled with that of drawing out all my zeal and 
energles in the cause of Romanism.. Now you have 
heard a summary of what concerns me. But what 
will you think of my enviable lot when I tell you that 
this very Paulino is constantly crossing my path. I 
know his eves so well ; their expression has made an 

D 
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impression on me I cannot ever efiace. Were he to 
disgutse faimself in a thousand difierent disguises^ the 
glance of that eye would betray him to me. I feel 
tfaat I am under his sunreilknce even here> kst I 
toay ever be inclined to take any decisive part ia 
religion or politics opposed to Rome ; yet I receive 
letters from him posted at Rome, while I see this 
very Paulino herc in France, never dressed as a 
priest, but attired in various styles and costumes/' 

Henri said, " I feel for you with my wbole heart; 
but as I am to aet as an adviser, I must probe you a 
Kttle — have you a Bible ? ^^ 

^'l have not. I told you I was still a Roman 
Catholic : yet I often wish for a Bible. In my case, 
are you aware, it is most perilous to have one in 
my possession ? Besides, it is treachery to the party 
that, in politics and religion, I have joined.*' 

" Then you have no anxiety for your soul's safety, 
you taerely care for your welfare and comfort in this 
life." 

^'Ah! you judge me harshly. I told you my 
actions are watched, my steps are dodged, if I may 
say so* I know my life will be the forfeit sbould 
there be any dereliction on my part fronx popish 
doctrines, popish politics, or popish laws.*' 
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^'I see you ai?e in worse bondage than that of 
xoaa. You are in tbe bondage of sin and 5afæui^ 
and Christ alone can set you free. Choose you this 
day which you will serve — God or the devil* You 
cannot serve both. Think of the momentous ques- 
tion — ' What must I do to be saved ? ' You can- 
not serve two masters. Do not give up Jesus. I 
will read of Him to you. We will talk of Him. 
Fear not man, who can only kill the body : fear Him 
who can cast both soul and body into hell.^' 

'^ Henri, I will have leisure from state aflairs for 
some time. Will you join me in an excursion to 
the seaside; and you shall probe me as I deserve, 
and point out ' the better way.'^^ 

^' With much pleasure ; but you are to remember 
that as I am a free agent I must speak freely." 

^^ Agreed/^ said Philippe. " Let us now arrange 
matters — I must aet the Jesuit, (much as I hate 
their deeds, and their awfuUy wicked code of laws,) 
and plan that we are not to be seen together in 
Paris; so it is better for you to start to-morrow, 
and I hope to follow you as soon as I can leave 
Paris without being observed. I will give you a 
letter to a friend who will show you a villa where 
you can reside, and you must consider yourself my 
guest.'* 
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He then wrote a few lines with a pencil to his 
friend. Giving the note to Henri, with an enclosure 
to defray expenses, they parted, Henri having settled 
to go early in the morning as directed. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



* These are thy glorious works, Parent of good, 
Tfaine this universal frame." 



K%SG»H£N Henri had arrived at the villa he was 
^^^ delighted at the change of scene^ and ex- 
hilarated with the fresh sea-breeze. During the 
three days he was alone he enjoyed rambling about 
in several directions. One day admiring the varied 
scene of woods, vale, and mountain, as he rode 
miles through the interior of the country; another 
day gazing on the grandeur of J;be ocean — rising 
and falling, and Jooking as if the rocks, the ocean's 
wisely-chosen boundary, could alone defy its power. 
Linnaeus, the celebrated botanist, when he saw the 
golden furze of England, lay down on his face before 
them in rapture. Thus Henri, lying on the rocky 
shore, with a feeling of delight beyond expression, 
gazed the ocean through and through. His love 
and appreciation of the beauties of Nature he evinced 
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in the following poem, composed during the three 
days he spent in soHtude, awaiting the arrival of 
Philippe. Two copies he wrote out carefully, one to 
give Philippe as a remembrance, and the second to 
bring to Bertha for her scrap-book. 

ON THE OCEAN. 

In all its quiet grandeur how snblime 
Is that dark sea ! with its outlying rocks 
Rising majestic round ! in all the bold, 
The grand outline of naturels varied cunre. 
Ohl what a scene of ocean, rock, and sky ! 
The ocean in its vastness ! spreading on, 
Onwards, yet onwards to the distant pole. 
The ocean in its beauty ! crystal clear, 
Flashing and sparkling in the mid-day stin. 
The ocean with its music ! deep and loud, 
With all its wild, yet matchless hannonies 
Blending so sweetly, as the wavelets roll, 
And in soft murmurs ripple on the shore. 
Harmonies inimitable ! No notes 
Of earthly mufiic ever rivalPd them — 
Shells from its depths resound the mystic tones. 

And oh! the beauty of those whitc-wingM birds, 
Flitting and playing on the silvery wayes I 
The wisdom from on high that bade them choose 
Tbeir rocky hornes amid the wild, wild sea. 
Hocks, breastii^ the ocean, and daring the storm 
For ages gone by — unshaken, unwom. 
Happy the bird, secnre in its rock-nest, 
When r^gii^ storms and foaming billows loar. 
Through all the warring strife of winds and vraves, 
Shut in his Noah's ark the white bird 's safe. 
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The bird, the rock, may well an emblem prove 
Of Christians' hope, and Christians* surety : 
Jesus the Rock—the Rock of Ages past ; 
The Living Rock I of ages yet to come— 
Impregnable I For refuge sure there flee. 
In vain the myrmidons of heil raay rage. 
In that etemal home there 's rest secure. 

ON THE SKY. 

Magnificent I Stupendous ! and Sublime ! 
As is the lovely scene of rock and sea, 
Yet is tfa^e more of glory in the sky I 
That canopy o'erhangmg aU below. 
Oh ! how transcendent that etherial blue ! 
All fretted o*er with tracework soft and white 
And transient as the snow-flake on the mount, 
Changing ever, to newer beanties stilL 

And where the crimson'd &\m now sinks to rest, 
Bathed in the glow of his own rainbow rays — 
The beautiful I the glorious ! meets the gaze 
And keeps it wistfiil dwelling — dwelling there. 
Oh ! what a glowing radiance floats along, 
Flooding the sky, like seas of molten gold ; 
Shedding such wondrous brilliancy around — 
Gilding the heights ! and streaming through the breaks, 
Twixt rock and cliflf, in hues so vivid, rich, 
It seems as if the very heavens had dropp*d 
Some tints, some shades of glories yet to come. 
A sacrilegious hånd might almost wish 
To draw the curtain-sky aside to view 
The brighter glories of a brighter sphere. 

Oh ! that sanset of brightness, 

With its gorgeous glow ; 
Given back in such beauty 

From the clear depths below. 
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Gazing that golden ocean, 

Gazing that radiant sky; 
Methinks a heaven 's beneath me. 

And a heayen on high. 

Farewell, farewell, ye coyes and sea, 

I go where mountains range and woods abound, 

Wherc rivers serpentine the verdant meads 
Refreshing, revivifying all around. 

Where stately trees their lovely foliage spread, 

Defying artists e'er to copy them. 

Their symmetry, the veining of their leayes, 

Their rich luxuriance, branching forth their boughs 

To shade us from the sunbeam heat of day. 

Beauty itself seems centred in a tree — 

A noble tree — upwards aspiring — still 

Emblem of the Christian's onward path to heayen. 

Excelsior ! still, still excelsior ! 

And calm sleeps the lake where the verdant trees 
Wave softly their sprays in the gentle breeze; 
How gracefully o'er the clear depth they droop. 
As kissing their shadows still, still they droop. 
Could man but shadow forth an angel's life, 
By looking above through this mortal strife ; 
Thus angels might bend o*er him here below. 
In sympathy tender, through weal or woe. 

Resplendent as diamonds in silver set, 
Bright sparkled the lake where the sunbeams met ; 
Still brighter at eve when the golden beams, 
All glow'd on its bosom in radiant streams. 
It borrow'd this lustre, it look'd above, 
Reflecting the glories of worlds of love ; 
Its depths like my heart are all dark and cold, 
Twas heaven that bumish'd it all with gold. 
Thus in the King's beauty I '11 shine — yes, shine,' 
All clothed in wrought-gold, but not mine, not mine ; 
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Up-looking with faith in our Christ above, 
Secures us His treasures, His gifts of love. 

'Tis Strange ! where'er the traveller roams, new scenes 
Await, enchanting his astonish'd gaze. 
Monotony ne'er wearies eye or ear. 
The works of Nature, how they vary still I 
Of nature ? Nature's but the great effect 
Of one great Cause ! — our great, our mighty God I 
Whose nature, true, His works fiill well express. 
Creation sounds, with trumpet-tongue, His praise, 
His power, and His wisdom, and His love. 
Look through the vast, the immensity of space. 
And there Jehovah's might and wisdom leam, 
There miracle on miracle discem. 
Behold those orbs the blue vault spangling o'er ; 
Gather the pebble from the sandy shore, 
Cull but the weed that grows beneath your feet, 
The finger of a God *s on all you meet — 
All — from the whale, that ploughs the distant main, 
To th* atom — Power Infinite proclaim ! 

ON THE MOUNTAINS AND THEIR CHANGING 
ASPECT. 

The changing aspeCt of the mountain's brow 
Adds to its beauty a peculiar charm ; 
Ever, anon, soft fleecy feathery clouds 
Hang gracing all its sides with fringes rich. 
Thus one may stand upon the dizzy height, 
Exalted far above the heaven's own clouds. 

And oft a snow-white cloud falls from above 
To rest upon the bosom of the mount, 
Laid there in folds so exquisitely soft, 
So rich and pure, like angels' robes of light 

The grandeur of the scene no cloud now veils ; 
The evening sky gives out in bold relief 
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The dark, rich bilis, definiog clear the line 
Of beauty : yes, the Master's pencil-toach, 
The wavy outline of the mountain chain. 

And now the moimt 's enwreathed, and capp'd with snow, 
UnsuUied as the soft flake fell from high, 
Untonch'd by aught, save where the sunbeams play; 
Then with what lustre does it glistening ilee 
Upwards away. Thns, spotless like the snow, 
Was man by God created. But, alas ! 
Like trodden snow-flakes of the vale beneath, 
Man lost his pnrity, his robe of whit«, 
And man or angel conld not it restore. 
Oh I wondrous love ! Jesus the Savionr came ; 
In manhood*s purity, he lived, he died ; 
And thus he wove for fallen man a robe 
So spotless, pure, that heaven open'd wide. 
And man, like snow, ascends all changed on high, 
Bright in the Saviour*s clothing, of wrought gold 
And pure, in robes all cleanséd in His blood. 

No mountain graces now the landscape view ; 
All, all, enveloped in one dark cloud-shroud ; 
And rain must pour and suii must shine before 
Our mountain chain again can shadow forth 
Its lofty grandeur in the streamlet clear, 
Meandering round its heather-purpled base, 
Charming, with magic power, the artist's gaze. 
Thus, like the changing moon, new beauties rise 
In every phase of thine, sweet mountain wild ! 

SACRED MOUNTAINS. 

Memorials dear of sacred scenes ! 

On Ararat the floods left Noah's ark 

To rest There, first the rainbow spann'd its arch, 

Our God's love token, that ensures no flood 

Shall ever desolate the earth again. 
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Mottnt Horebi Oh i how terribly it quaked, 
When in thick clouds our God descended there, 
In lightniog and in thund'rings, ftre and smoke. 
When through the heights resound^d far and near 
The thunders of the great Jehovah's law, 
Denouncing woe on all ^ho kept it not. 
The with'nng curse of an offended God — 
Oh ! how a guilty people trembled then, 
But, joy Tinspeakable and love divine, 
Beloved Jesus came to'rescue mitn, 
To bear the curse that sinful man deserved. 
And on Mount Calvary He died for him. 

How highly honour'd are our mountains wild^ 
Those memoranda of the sacred past ; 
Of pulpits 'mid the everlasting hills, 
Whence blessings rich, in streams of mercy, flow'd 
From lips divine ! from Him who loved to rest 
On Olives' Mount. Through weary nights of grief, 
Sweet converse with His Father there He held. 
And from that Mount, in chariots of clouds, 
Jesus ascended to His Father's throne. 
And on that Mount His feet again shall stand, 
As Jesus, King of kings» and Lord c^ lords. 

Philippe arrived nert day. Henri and he felt so 
happy in each other^s society that the prospect of 
soon being obliged to part grieved both. Philippe 
seemed quite a new man, he was so frank, candid, 
and lively. They read the Bible together. Soon 
Philippe declar ed that he loved it so much that he 
thought no persecution could now make him give it 
up. 

''Beware of being self-confident,'* said Henri; 
*' we need much to look for strength above/' 
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"The way of salvation seems quite clear to my 
mind. What I require is, not the mere knowledge 
of the way of salvation, but the heart to long to 
make it mine — the faith to give up all for it — the 
faith to hold on Jesus and to Jesus, come what will. 
I want to be able to face my enemies, and to trust 
my all to Him, my Saviour. ^' 

Henri knelt, saying, " Let us pray for the Spirit 
of God to direct us what to do, and to draw us to 
Christ/^ 

" Philippe, you would, I think, aet wisely if you 
left Paris, and went to reside in England. Certainly 
your property would be confiscated, yet you would 
be free to worship God as you like.^' 

'^Are you not aware, Henri, that England pro- 
mises to be soon as persecuting a power as France. 
Great changes have taken place since James H. 
ascended the throne. His adviser is Father Petre,* 

* The document is found among the manuscript papers selected 
from the library of Edward Harley, Earl of Oxford, and is as 
foUows : — 
Father La Chaisé s project for the extirpation of heretics ^ in a letter 
from him to Father Petre, 1688. 

" WORTHY FrIEND, 

** I received yours on the 20th of June last, and am glad to 
hear of your success, and that our party gains ground so fast in 
England But conceming the question you have put to me : that 
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who is of the same politics, and who has the same 
feeling of hatred to Protestants as Pere la Chaise. I 
can assure you that James will follow the example to 
the letter, in exerting all his energies and all his power 

is — * What is the best course to be taken to root out all heretics?' 
To this I answer, there are divers ways to do that ; but we must 
consider which is the best to make use of in England. 

" I am sure you are not ignorant of how many thousand heretics 
we have in France, fy the power of our dragoons, converted in the 
space of one year, and by the doctrine of those booted apostles tumed 
more in one month than Christ and His Apostles could in ten years. 
This is a most excellent method, and far excels those of the great 
preachers and teachers that have lived since Christ's time. 

" But I have spoken with divers fathers who do not think that 
your King is strong enough to accomplish his design by such kind 
of force, so that we cannot expect to have our work done in that 
manner, for the heretics are too strong in the three kingdoms, and 
therefore we must seek to convert them by fair means, before we 
fall upon them with fire, sword, halters, gaols, and other such-like 
punishments ; and therefore I can give you no better advice than 
to begin with soft easy means. Wheedle them by promises of profit 
and piaces of honour, till you have made them dip themselves in 
treasonable actions against the laws established, and then they are 
bound to serve from fear. When they have done this, tum them 
out and serve others so, by putting them in their piaces, and by this 
way gain as many as you can. And for the heretics that are in piaces 
of profit and honour, tum them out or suspend them on pretence 
of misbehaviour, by which their piaces are forfeited, and they sub- 
ject to what' judgment you please to give them. Then you must 
form a camp, that must consist of none but Catholics ; this will make 
the heretics heartless, and conclude all means of relief and recovery 
is gone. And lastly, take the short and best way, which is to sur- 
prise the heretics on asudden, and to encourage the zealous Catholics, 
let them sacrifice them all, and wash their hånds in their blood^ which 
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to extenninate Protestantism in his dominions. Scot- 
land is feeling already the iron despotism o£ the new 
English king^ and I think you will find that France^ 
when her own Protestantism is stamped out^ will be 

Tvii/ be an acceptable offering to God, And this was the method I 
took in France, which hath well, you see, sacceeded; but it oost me 
many threats and promises before I could bring it thus far, our King 
being a long time very nnwilling. But at last I got him on the 
hip ; for he had lain with his daughter-in-law, for which I would 
by no means give him absolution till he had given me an instrument, 
under his own hånd and seal, to sacrifice all the heretics in one day. 
*' Now, as soon as I had my desired commission, I appointed the 
day when this should be done, and, in the meantime, made leady 
some thousands of letters, to be sent into all parts of France in one 
post-night I was never better pleased than at that time ; but the 
king was affected with some compassion for the Huguenots, because 
they had been a means to bring him to his crown and throne, and 
the longer he was under it the more sorrowful he was, oft complain- 
ing, and desiring me to bring him bis commission again ; but that 
I would by no persuasion do, advising him to repent of that heinous 
sin, and also telling him that the trouble and horror of his spirit 
did not proceed from anjrthing of evil in those things that were to 
be done, but from the wickedness that he had done ; and that he 
must resolve to undergo the burden pf a troubled mind for one <A 
them or the other ; and if he would remain satiafied as it was — ^bis 
being forgiven, there would, in a few days, be a perfect atonement 
made for it, and he be perfectly reconciled to God again. But aU 
this would not paicify him ; for the longer, the more restless ; and 
I therefore ordered him to retire to his closet, and spend his time 
constantly in prayer, without permitting any one to interrupthim ; 
and this was in the morning early, when the evening following I 
was to send away all my letters. I did, indeed, make the more 
haste, for fear he should disclose it to anybody, yet I had given himr 
strict charge to kæp it to himself ; and the very thing that I most 
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ready to help James to do the same iu England, 
Persecution is already beguiu Holkuul is a better 
place to flee to for freedom to worship the God of 
the Bible. William, Prince of Omnge,. I would like 

féared, to my great sorrow came tx> pass; for, just in the nidc of 
time, the devil, who hath at all tinies instruments at work, sent the 
Prince Conde to. the court, who asked for the king. He was told 
that he was in the closet, and would speak with no man. He im- 
pudently answered that he *must and would speak witb him/ and 
so went directly to his closet. He being a great peer, no man durst 
hinder him. And being come to the king, he soon perceived by his 
eountenance Xhai he was under some great trouble of mind ; for he 
seemed as if he were going into the other world immediately. 

** * Sire,' said he, ' what is the matter with you?* The king at 
first refiised to tell him ; but he pressing harder upon him, at last 
the king, with sorrowful complaint, burst out and said, ' I have 
given La Chaise a commission under, my hånd to murder all the 
Huguenots in one day ; and this evening willthe letters bedespatched 
to all parts by post, for the performing of it ; so that there is but 
small time left for my Huguenot subjects to live, who have never 
done me any harm/ 

** Whereupon this cursed rogue answered, *I^t him give. you 
your commission again.' 

" The king said * How shall I get it out of his hånd ? for if I send 
to him for it he will refuse to send it.* 

" This devil answered, * If your majesty will give me the order, I 
will qoickly make him return it/ 

'* The king was soon persuaded, being willing to give ease to his 
troubled spirit, and said, ' Well, go then, and break his neck if he 
will not give it yoo,* 

'' Wheoenpon this son of the devil went to the post-house and 
asked if I had not a great number of letters there. And they said, 
' Yes, more than I had sent in a whole year before.* *Then,' said 
the prim^ ' by order kom the king, you must deliver them all t» 
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to serve under him. He is a zealous Protestant, 
also a relative, through Admiral Coligny, of some of 
our Huguenots. In the dreadful massacre that took 
place on St. Bartholomew's day, Coligny sufFered. 

me;' which they durst not deny, for they knew well enough who he 
was. And no sooner was he got into the post-house, and had asked 
these questions, but I came also in after him, to give order to the 
post-master to give notice to all those under him, in the several parts 
of the kingdom, that they should take care to deliver my letters with 
all imaginable speed. But I was no sooner entered the house, but 
he gave his servants orders to secure the door, and said coniidently 
to me, * You must, by order from the king, give me the the com- 
mission which you have forced from him.' I told him I had it not 
about me, but would go and fetch it, thinking to get from him, and 
so go out of town, and send the contents of those letters another 
time, but he said, * You must give it, and if you have it not about 
you send somebody to fetch it, or else never expect to go alive out 
of my hånds, for I have an order from the king either to bring it or 
break your neck, and am resolved either to carry that back to him 
in my hånd, or else your heart's blood at the point of the sword. * I 
would have made my escape, but he set hb sword to my breast, and 
said, * You must give it to me or die ; therefore deliver it, or else 
this goes through your body.' So when I saw nothing else would 
do, I put my hånd in my pocket and gave it him, which he carried 
immediately to the king and gave him that and all my letters, which 
they bumed. And being all done, the king said now his heart was 
at ease. Now how he should be eased by the devil, or so well 
satisfied with a false joy, I cannot tell ; but this I know, that it was 
a very wicked and ungodly action, as well in his Majesty as the 
Prince of Condé, and did not a little increase the burden and danger 
of his Majesty's sins. I soon gave an account of this afiair to several 
fathers of our society, who promised to do their best to prevent the 
aforesaid prince doing such another aet; which was accordingly 
done, for within six days after the damned action he was poisoned, 
and well he deserved it. 
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Prince William, Stadtholder of Holland is giving 
every encouragement to the poor hunted exiles, to 
take shelter in his dominions. He treats them with 
great kindness. Those who are fit for a soldier's 

"The king also did suffer, too, but in another fashion, for disclos- 
ing his design unto the prince, and hearkening unto his counsel. 
And many a time since, when I have had him at confession, I have 
shook heil about his ears, and made him sigh, fear, and tremble, 
before I would give him absolution ; nay, more than that, I have 
made him to beg for it on his knees, before I would consent to ab- 
solve him. By this I saw that he had still an inclination to me, and 
was willing to be under my government ; so I set the business of 
the action before him, by telling him the whole story, and how 
wicked it was, and that it could not be forgiven till he had done 
some good action to balance that, and expiate his crime, whereupon 
he at last asked me what he must do. 1 told him that he must root 
out all heretics from his kingdom. So when he saw there was no 
rest for him without doing it, he did again give them into the power 
of me and our clergy, under this condition, that we would not 
murder them, as he had before given orders, but that we should, by 
fair means or by force, convert them to the Catholic religion. Now 
when we had got the commission, we presently put it in practice, 
and what the issue hath been you very well know. But now, in 
England, the work cannot be done in this manner, as you may per- 
ceive by what I have said to you, so that I cannot give you better 
counsel than to take that course wherein we were so unhappily pre- 
vented ; and I doubt not but it may have better success with you 
than with us. I would write to you of many other things, but I 
fear I have already detained you too long ; wherefore I will write 
no more at present, but I am 

** Your friend and servant, 

**La Chaise. 
** Paris, July, l588." 
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life he provides for in his army. Others he piaces in 
situations suited to their capabilities. Holland is 
the only resting-place for the fugitives that I can 
trust in or recommend. If I can possibly escape 
from France^ I am determined to go to Holland, and 
I hope you will accompany me. William is organiz- 
ing an army. Some of his regiments are to be com- 
posed entirely of Huguenots, so we can both have 
the prospect of being employed on the right side. I 
forgot to tell you that Delany was called on to join 
some dragoon company, and he left my service the 
day before I set out from Paris. You know that Pere 
la Chaise has succeeded in influencing the king to re- 
voke the celebrated edict Henri IV. of France issued 
at Nantes, so that there is no hopes for the poor 
Huguenot. I tremble at the thoughts of the sufferings 
that I fear are impending over them. I feel as if I 
could f5ght for them, and shed my blood willingly in 
their cause ; but I know not how I could serve them. 
Were I to make any demonstrations, even in the coun- 
cil, in their favour, I would only be kidnapped, and im- 
mured for life, and thus rendered impotent for good 
or evil. Besides being denied, not only the neces- 
saries for the life of my body, but even one verse of 
God's Word to comfort me or to feed my spiritual 
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life. I think, Henri, I may use some of the wisdom 
of the serpent, joined with the harmlessness of the 
dove, to try and shake ofF the shackles with which a 
godless council and a Jesuit-led king have bound 
me/^ 

^' May God direct you, and open a way of escape 
for you/^ said Henri. "I must hurry home, as I 
may be some comfort or help to my family in the 
present state of afFairs.'^ 

" You promised me your likeness for a keepsake. 
I wish for it very mueh. The only oasis I have 
found in this desert of vice that surrounds me, was 
when I have been seated near you, under the glorious 
canopy of the heavens above. Then has my heart 
overflowed with feelings and with wishes more noble 
than I thought it possessed, with all its baseness, all 
its degradation. Yes, I feel a degraded being, not 
fit to lift up my head in the company of the esti- 
raable, the excellent of the earth/^ 

Henri embraced him fondly; then taking out of 
his pocket a picture-case, he opened it, and showed 
it to Philippe, saying — 

" This is the only likeness I have of myself. You 
perceive my sister Bertha was taken at the same 
time, she standing and I sitting. If you have no 
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objection to it, on that account, I will give it to you, 
as we have at home another likeness of Bertha/' 

" I fancy I could have no objection, as often as I 
look at you, to gaze on that sweet face beside you/' 

When Philippe examined the portrait, he said — 

'^ She is not in the least like you, Henri. I should 
think your sister must be very intelligent. She has 
a noble look, besides being very beautiful. Do you 
think this is a true likeness of your sister ; artists so 
often flatter, or colour to please themselves, instead 
of keeping close to the original }" 

'^Do you think my likeness too much flattered?" 

"No, really. It is a capital one.^' 

*^ Well, my sister's is equally true. She is indeed 
as lovely and as noble as she looks in that picture. 
I have two sis ters and one brother ; they are all as 
good and as amiable as the fondest brother could 
wish. Bertha is something more to me than the 
younger members of my family. She is my twin 
sister, my companion, my friend in joy and grief 
as long as I can remember.'^ 

The next morning Henri parted with his friend ; 
and arriving home in due time, he was lovingly wel- 
comed by all there. Two days after his arrival, the 
tragic scene took place, with the description of which 
my tale commences. 
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CHAPTER V. 



• A fool can censure where a prophet weeps, 
When life is only by its faults and falls 
Reviewed." R. M. 



I^qIT is time to tell what caused the siidden 
B^Jm disappearance of Henri from the scene of 
slaughter before described. One of the dragoon 
soldiers who had entered like butchers the home of 
the Montabans, came, sabre in hand^ towards Henri, 
when suddenly recognising him, he took him by the 
arm saying, '^ Come quickly ; I will save your lifc if 
you say ^ yes/ ^' He almost dragged him into the 
hall. "Will you turn? Say ^yes^ — say 'yes' at 
once, M. Henri/^ 

" Yes/^ said Henri, more dead than alive. 

Delany met his commanding officer, to whom he 
whispered, " This man has recanted/^ 

" Take charge of hiAi, and tie him in the cart/* 
said the officer. 
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" Yes sir/' said Delany, his mind relieved at being 
able to save M. Henri. 

Henri grasped his hånd ; and when Delany was 
tying him in the cart as gently as he could, he said, 
'' Delany, why are you engaged in this awful work ? " 

^^ Oh ! my heart sickens ! How shall I escape it ? 
This is my first day. Do not let anyone hear us. 
Oh my ! sir, will I ever get over it ? I wish I was 
in old Ireland again. Hush ! hush ! hush ! they are 
coming. Do not pretend to know me, or I will be 
shot if I show any pity/' 

The dragoons rushed out of the house they had 
desolated. Delany joined them silently, while a 
young lad drove the cart, which contained one or two 
more persons who were called — "the converted." 
Henri, shocked and overwhelmed by what he had 
witnessed, lay almost motionless in the cart as it 
rolled along, until the shouts of a mob roused him. 
The mob had stopped on their way to demolish the 
Huguenot Church, the dragoons encouraging and 
assisting them. " In the twinkling of an eye,^' they 
tore down the pulpit, the reading-desk, and the seats. 
They then coUected the Bibles and hymn hooks, and 
piled them in a heap along with the cushions. The 
heap was then set lire to, some of the timber seats 
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being thrown in to increase the flames; so that 
the whole building niight be quickly destroyed. Be- 
holding all these horrors, and hearing the cries and 
shrieks of the dying, Henri had to journey on, not 
knowing what was to become of him, and not caring 
much, his misery wasso great. The bleeding bodies 
of his parents appeared still in his mind*s eye ! All his 
loved ones ! To see them murdered without having 
power to help or defend them. 

"And what have I done? Have T compromised 
myself ? I said ^yes/ in a moment of extremity ; of 
anguish for others, more than for myself, of excite- 
ment, or of stupor, in faet I know not which. I 
cannot say luhy I said it. Delany urged me so. 
What have I done? Have I denied my Saviour? 
Oh! whatshallldo?^' 

The anguish of despair had taken hold of him; 
he looked as if — 

" When joy had ceased to glimmer on his mind, 
No light of hope was left bélnnd."—F/easures of Hope, 

At length the car stopped, and its occu pants were 
disposed of. The commanding officer gave Henri in 
charge of Delany. He was taken into a prison 
which was strongly barred on the outside. Inside it 
contained many underground loathsome dimgeons. 
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also various instruments of torture. Delany came 
to Henri when he had received commands as to his 
duty respecting him. The next morning he received 
a letter placing him as head caretaker of the prison 
and its inmates, also exempting him from joining the 
dragoons in their bloody work of conversion by fire 
and sword; but threatening him with worse than 
death if he failed to carry out all orders respecting 
the prisoners under his care, be they ever so severe; 
they were the orders of Rome's ally and friend — the 
Most Christian King, Louis XIV., and they must 
be obeyed. 

" I am so glad/^ said Delany, " to be exempted 
from the murderous, inhuman work that I was en- 
gaged in yesterday. But, Master Henri, I did not 
kill one. No, no, I did not kill one. I hope I will 
be forgiven by God if it be for the want of zeal to 
the Church that made me so reluctant to spill the 
blood of defenceless women and children. Still, I 
think, I could not sleep another night in peace 
if I did what I saw with my own eyes many do 
yesterday.^^ 

To Delany ^s astonishment Henri stood up much 
excited — ^^ Delany II am a greater monster than any 
that deluged God^s world with blood yesterday.'^ 
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'' How so, M. Henri." 

^^I am a monster of iniquity; guilty of blood- 
guiltiness! I denied my Saviour! I cast away my 
faith, my birthright, my love to Him who died for 
me, when I uttered that faithless ^yes^ to you 
yesterday/^ 

" Is that all. Master ? Oh ! you took a load ofF 
my heart. I was afraid you had done something 
dreadful the way you talked. I am so glad that was 
all that ailed you/^ 

^^ I can assure you, my friend, for I can consider 
you in no other light; again I say, I assure you 
that though you left me every comfort last evening, 
I could neither eat nor sleep. I paced the room in 
much agitation and trouble of mind. I then knelt 
at my bedside, beseeching for pardon, for peace, for 
faith; also for God's Spirit, to bring me into sub- 
jection to His will. Delany, I will never rest until 
my Saviour comes to my help, until He gives me an 
increase of love and faith, until He helps me to live 
or die for His cause— ;to rank myself on His side, 
and to fight under His banner. In faet, I v^ant to 
be a good soldier of Christ.^^ 

"Oh! dear sir; how you do take it to heart. 
Still I am not sorry I saved your life, even though it 
was in spite of you I got you to say Wes.^ ^' 
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'^ Dear Delany, try and understand me. God sent 
Christ to save us sinners, for the devil made all men 
sinners by coaxing or inducing man to sin in Para- 
dise. God also wrote a book they call the Bible, to 
tell man about Christ's coming to save us men from 
belonging to the devil for ever. The devil, with the 
million of devils that are with hira, is, ever since man 
sinned, fighting, struggling to have all mankind in 
heil along with himself. Now tell me which is 
better? To be a soldier for Christ, in endeavouring 
to induce sinners to read and believe His book, in 
endeavouring to teach them to look through His 
atonement for pardon, that they might be happy in 
heaven, or to please the Evil One, by trying to keep 
sinners from reading the book He sent, the letter He 
wrote, that they might not flee to Him for salvation." 

^^I think the Lord Jesus would be the hest to 
follow and to fight for/' 

^'Delany, the Lord Jesus says He is our Captain, 
and desires us to be His soldiers, but He never tells 
us to shed blood/' 

A call of duty obliged Delany to leave the room. 
The persecutors were so busy in the work of whole- 
sale extermination by dragonnading, that Delany had 
got no further orders respecting Henri, therefore he 
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had the power of rendering his confinement at least 
comfortable and free from suffering. It was a respite 
to Henri that, in the muhitude of '^ conversions '' the 
dragonnading system was bringing to pass, he was 
left unmolested, and for a time forgotten. His gaoler 
had to give a weekly report that all his prisoners 
were in safe durance. Thus Henri had leisure to 
think, to moum, and also to look above for strength 
and faith. His pocket-bible had not been taken 
from him, or as yet discovered in his keeping. He 
thought it wiser to conceal the faet from Delany. 
He could imbue Delany's mind with its truths with- 
out disclosing his secret. Delany, when the prison 
was closed for the night, sat with Henri, which 
meeting comforted both, and edified the former. 
One evening Henri said — 

''Delany, could I write to the Count de Paré? 
Is there any possibility of forwarding to him the 
mournful news of the slaughter of my family, and of 
my own imprisonment and future prospect of spend- 
ing my life in the galleys/' 

''Do not say that, M. Henri. Since you are in 
the list of 'the converted' your life is safe. It is all 
done only to convert the people ; this bloody work I 
mean. I hear they are getting converted quite easy ; 
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aye, hundreds of them. Don^t be cast down — -just 
say 'yes/ that is all you have to do. It is quite 
easy, it is indeed. But about sending the letter. 
That is very hard. I hear, too^ they watch the post- 
offices. I will try what I can safely do." 

Henri was sorry to find he had been able to open 
Delany^s mind so little, and that as yet he could not 
distinguish right from wrong. However, he took 
every opportunity of sowing the good seed^ hoping 
it would in time take root, and then, that the tåres 
would perish ofF. Henri was pacing the room the 
next morning, looking back on his past happy life, 
and looking forward to the probability of a mournful 
future. The ignorance he was in as to Bertha^s fate 
made hira sad, fearing she might have been cailed to 
suffer even more than her relatives. Being always 
alone by day, Henri generally thought aloud, thus 
giving vent to his grief and begulling it. 

" Oh ! where/^ he said, as he walked up and down 
the room, in much sorrow of heart — 

'* Oh! where are the dreams of bliss that I dream'd, 
When Ihe fond hopes of youth were too bright; 
And where are the visions fancy hath framed, 
In these hoitrs of unmix'd delight. 

*' They are gone with the wave that broke on the shore, 
With the bubble that burst on the stream ; 
Like dew-drops of morn, they now are no more, 
That have glisten'd away in the beam. 
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** Like sighs that are heaved, and tears that are shed, 
Like a breath that is breathed and gone, 
Like musical notes, scarce born when they're dead, 
The fond hopes that I clung to are flown. 

" Yes, ves ! all are gone — all gone. The remem- 
brance of all the treasures I have lost is too sad to 
dwell on. 

" Cease memory cease ! I dåre not now 
'Recal past scenes that once delighted; 
Many a joy I prized is gone, 

Many a cherish'd hope is blighted, 

** Can joys gone by no more return, 

Can hopes e'er bloom that once lay wither'd ; 
Or must they buried lie, and leave 

But thoms where roses once were gather'd. 

" Oh ! by the shuddering of this heart, 
And by those lips that faintly quiver 
Whene'er I muse on scenes may come, 
Much, much, I fear, they're gone for ever." 

Delany knocked gently ; when he came in he said 
to Henri — 

'^ A man gave me this paper parcel for you. He 
had much trouble, he said, in finding you out/' 

'^ Is he gone ? can I see him V[ 

" He only left the parcel, and said, ^ If possible I 
will come again ; ' he seemed afraid to remain a mo- 
ment/' 
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On opening the parcel addressed to him^ a second 
cover was enclosed, which was not directed to him. 
On it was written, in an unknown hånd, ^'This 
parcel is to be given to my son when he is of age." 
This puzzled him. Was it intended for him ? As 
his name was on the outside cover, he thought he 
was entitled to open it. When he took ofF the se- 
cond cover, there was still a third, directed thus : — 
^^ To my beloved and only child, Henri de Paré/' 
" Henri de Paré ! Who can this be ? '* 
However, the inner parcel was not sealed. An 
open letter lay before him, a gold watch, chain, and 
seials, a picture of an interesting-looking lady, and 
another, of a very fine-looking man, of middle age. 
Henri was puzzled still. He hastily looked at the 
letter for explanation. The letter was as follows : — 

• 
**My Dear Son, 

** I am now on my dealh-bed, after giving birth to you. I am, 
in these last moments, hoping and imagining that you, now a fine 
young man, are reading the last words of your unknown mother. 
Your father, my husband, had an elder son by his first wife, your 
step-brother, by name, Philippe de Paré, eldest son of Count de 
Paré, your noble father. On the eve of your birth, or rather imme- 
diately after, the news reached me that my husband, Count de Paré, 
and his eldest son, Philippe, were kidnapped and murdered. If 
this be true, you are heir to the title and estates of Count de Paré, 
being his second son. The sad news I am now spared to write, by 
dictation, will cause my death, the physicians sayj before to-morrow 
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dawns. My relative. Monsieur Montaban, has promised to take 
care of you, to bring you up as his own son, bearing his own name, 
until this packet is handed to you at the age of twenty-one. It was 
my plan that you should be baptized, and called your baptismal 
name only, viz., Henri Montaban, lest your father's Jesuit enemies 
sliould kidnap you also. Farewell, I must now, as old Jacob said, 
gather up my knees and die. 

" Your fond mother, 

"Rose de Park." 

Henri read and re-read the letter of the mother he 
never knew or heard of. '* I am overwhelmed with 
contending feelings. Philippe my brother — the good 
old Count my father. It must be all a dream ! Can 
it be all true ? ^' 

Again he read the letter; then laying it aside he 
examined the contents of the parcel. How long he 
looked ! and how seriously ! and how moumfuUy ! 
at the two pictures before him. He liked the lady- 
like, handsome-looking mother much. " May I meet 
you in heaven, dearest mother," he said, '^though 
I am denied that pleasure on earth.^^ Then his 
father — that father whom Philippe adored ; he whom, 
Philippe declared, he resembled so strikingly. What 
a loss he had sustained never to have seen a 
parent of such world-wide farne : a parent so gene- 
rally beloved and esteemed. How he admired his 
high-minded and noble expression ; the bold daring 



Digitized 



by Google 



68 Philippe. 

of his look^ softened by the sweet expression of his 
mouth, which spoke of benevolence and kindness in 
the extreme. Again did contending feelings iinman 
him; and pressing his temples with his hånds, he 
laid his head on the table, and remained in that 
position a long time. At length, in a state of ex- 
haustion, he rose, and lying down on his bed he fell 
fast asleep — what a relief to his over-wrought mind ! 
truly over-wrought. 

Sweet, balmy Sleep ! that to thy votary brings 
Oblivibn, such as flows from Lethean springs ; 
That luUs the stormy passions, and pourtrays 
Such scenes as rival fancy's wildest maze. 
The miser, in thy dreamy slumbers lost, 
Forgets the toil his hard-won wealth has cost ; 
And 'mid the glittering heaps that you bestow, 
Enjoys the only joy his soul can knovv. 
The lover sees no more the scornful eye, 
But hears his fair one echo sigh for sigh. 
And he who late in earth's cold bosom laid 
The friend who ne'er his trusting heart betray'd, 
Forgets the grave, and clasps him to his breast, 
As in life's brightest hour. Thus, all are blest 
That come, unmark'd by vice's buming brand, 
Within the circle of thy magic wand. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



" A friend ! did you say? 
Give me my cloak, and, though the night be raw, 
I '11 go and see the first I ever saw." C. 



|Mm|0 Delany, when he came, towards night, 
|w,JmI as usual, with his supper, Henri did not 
reveal the discovery he had made respecting his 
parents, thinking silence on that subject wiser under 
present circumstances. 

After sitting for some time silent, Delany urged 
him more anxiously than ever to persist in his re- 
cantation, as the only means of avoiding the dreadful 
punishment of being sent to the galleys for life. " If 
you come with me I will show you a spectacle so 
dreadful, that I think it may have great weight in 
making you foUow my advice/' 

" What is it you mean?" 

"The old man who assists me here has had for 
many years the care of an elderly gentleman within 

F 
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these walls. Being very ill all day, he gave me the 
key of the dungeon where this man is coniined^ that 
I might bring him his bread and water ; saying^ as 
he gave me directions^ ^ Be kind now, in the eleventh 
hour, to that unfortunate; and when you are on 
your death-bed you will have the more comfort. 
Oh ! that I had not been the tool in other persons' 
hånds, for inflicting on that man of woe unheard-of 
torture. The very thoughts of my cruelty I feel like 
heil buming within me. Yet I only did what they 
desiredj and wHat is my reward — my wages — for 
serving these rulers so well, and carrying out their 
wicked designs in depriving this good man of life 
and liberty ? My reward is, from them, more curses 
than money ; and it will be, from heaven, a hellish 
death-bed, I fear, for remorse is already gnawing my 
vitals/ Do, M. Henri, come down with me and see 
the prisoner; you might comfort him." 

Henri foUowed him down a flight of stone steps, 
through a dark passage. He stopped at a small iron 
door, unlocked it, and ushered Henri in. Henri re- 
mained motionless ; he thought he heard the breath- 
ing of a human being, of which he was soon con- 
vinced when Delany had lighted his lamp. The 
odour emitted from the place was almost overpower- 
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ing. Horror-struck at the sight before him, he 
actually shivered. He asked Delany whether the 
being before him was really living. The old man 
was huddled up in a comer nearly in a nude state. 
The filth that surrounded him baffled description. He 
moaned and said^ '' I am thirsty. Have you a drink ? 
I drank all the water/' 

Henri took his hånd, saying, ^^ I am a friend. 
How are you ? " 

'^ A friend ! Oh ! the word is Strange to my ears : 
and a friend, indeed, is still stranger to mine eyes/' 
He looked up, and seeing tears in Henriks eyes, his 
own tears ran streaming down his pale, wan, withered 
cheek. "Who are you? You look so kindly!^^ 

" My name is Henri Montaban/' 

'^ Montaban ! I knew that name. Let me think. 
Ah ! yes — my wife. Oh \ I had a wife ! yes, yes, I 
had two dear ones ! Well, Montaban, did you say ? 
Well, the Montaban I knew was a relative of my 
second wife. Ah! where am I roaming? I must 
forget, and try to forget, I ever saw a friend. Did 
you not say you were a friend ?^' 

^' My dear sir, is it true that M. Montaban was a 
relative of your second wife ? Had your second wife 
a son?'' 
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'^ Ah ! you will break my heart if you talk to ttie 
of a wife — of a son ! Ah ! my sdn ! my own dear 
Philippe ! I often think of you : but surely ydu most 
have been killéd^ or you wbuJd have found dtit your 
own cher Pére. Oh! forgive me. I håd a son! 
bnly one — only one; but — but — 

'^Had your second wife a son ?'^ again Henri said, 

^'Ah, ilie! how can I know? i know she was 
expecting a baby every hour, the last — yes, the last 
time I saw my wife. But I know not wbat became 
of her or of the baby. Oh ! I am, indeed, the same 
as dead. Do you think, friend, that I may be soen 
relieved, and really die ? Still — still I rememberlong 
ago : I remember all I loved." 

Henriks feelings were inexpressible. Launched, 
suddenly, into the ocean of life — wave after wave 
seemed to break upon him, each one more over- 
whelming than the last. He must, he knew, breast 
and battle them ; keeping up his head, that he might 
rise victorious, and surmount the trials and difBcul- 
ties that surrounded him. As every word the old 
gentleman uttered proved him, without a doubt, to 
be his father, the Count de Paré. Henri said, ^' Sir, 
will you take ine for a son ? Look at me, and try 
could you take me for a son.'' 
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'^ Am I deceived? You lool^ likemy family; yet 
you are not Phijippe, Oh ! speak — ^^e you any of 
mine ? " 

^^ I ara your second son, Henri Montaban de Paré, 
by your secopd. wife, who was a relative of ft([onsieur 
Montab^.n.'* 

The Count endeavoured to rise, extending his arms 
towards his son, Henri sat on the ground; en- 
circling him witb one arm, he held him on his lap, 
whispering to Delany to procure some nourishment 
for him, particularly a nourishing drink. Delany 
soon returned with part of his pwn. supper. When 
the old Count was a little strengthened, he asked a 
great many questions about Philippe, He was sur- 
prised that it was universally believed that he was 
murdered, and much shocked to find that the Hu- 
guenots had suffered so much, and that the persecu- 
tion they were then undergoing was even worse than 
ever. How Henri longed to bring his father up to 
his room. He consulted Delainy, saying — 

/^ I would gladly exchange piaces with him, if you 
think it possible.^' 

^'I would not dåre* to do anything of the kind. 
Are not the guards outside. Besides we may be 
visited at any time by the superintendents/' 
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'^ May I remain with him all night ? '' 
" You must not, M. Henri. I will stay here for 
some time; but before I go I must look you and 
your father in your own rooms/' 

Henri remained with him as long as Debny 
allowed him, relating many things that had occurred 
during his imprisonment. He told all the particidars 
respecting Philippe, as far as he was able to bcar the 
tidings. His mind and health being so shattered 
from long confinement, he found it more prudent to 
explain matters gradually. He did not confuse him 
by telling him nmch about himself, aboixt his former 
life, but he disclosed every particular conceming his 
present position; the '^yes^* that saved his life, his 
contrition for his fauk, and his present determina- 
tion, through the strength of his Sariour, to stand 
fast, and not deny his faith. His father commended 
him highly, and encouraged him to be firm, to 
trust in Christ, and cling to Him forbil things, for 
time and eternity. He then explained to his father 
his total inability to assist him in any way, but that 
he would communicate with Philippe, if possibic, yet 
it probably might not be possible. Henri then in- 
dueed Delany to give his father the breakfast intended 
for him ; and while he had the key, to bring two of 
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his meals to his father^ one meal would be sufficient 
for bimself. 

When Delany rose to go away, Henri and his 
father separated^ sorrowfuUy enough, their future 
prospects seemed so hopelessly desperate. The next 
visit Henri was allowed to pay bis father, be showed 
him the contents of bis parcel^ and read for him the 
last written words of his much cherished wife, whose 
death baving been caused by grief for him^ afTected 
him much. The pictures be had often seen. The 
watch and chain had been purchased by him as a 
wedding present for his wife. Henri was obliged to 
deny bimself the solace of visiting his father often^ 
for fear of detection. 

'^Delany/' said Henri, '' wbat plan of escape could 
you invent? If you could have an interview with 
that man wbo brought the parcel. I found a line 
written in pale ink on the cover, to say wbo be was. 
I know him well. His name is Brooke. He held 
the situation of gårdener to M. Vemier, a dear friend 
of mine. If you could find him, be is a true man, a 
elever man, and one wbo would be most willing to 
aid me. I dåre say he knew my father. Delany, you 
now know the secret of my being Count de Paré's son, 
and brother of M. Philippe. Please do not disclose 
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the secret at pnesentj and call me Henri Mbntaban 
as heretofore/' 

He read his mother's letter for Delany, and showed 
him the likeness of his mother^ also that of his 
father. 

^^ Dear Dclany, how shall I be able to inform his 
eldest son, Philippe, of the astonishing facts that we 
are cognizant of?^^ 

" The first thing to think of is how to steal your 
father out of the dungeon. He has been so long 
confined, I fancy he is forgotten or overlooked by the 
later authorities/' 

^^ Now is the time to be energetic. Those at the 
head of affairs are fengaged in newer and new^r atro- 
cities/' said Henri. 

^'Well, M. Henri, I will find the gårdener, M. 
Brooke. I may tell everything, I suppose, to him ? " 

^'Of course. I could provide my father with 
money. I will give him half what I have, or the 
whole, if necessary, to carry out your plans/' 

The next evening, when Delany visited Henri, he 
said, '^ Everything is ready, there miist be no delay. 
The conversion work is neariy ended, and perhaps it 
would be then more difHcult to elude the party in 
power^" 
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Henri assisted tbe Count in preparing for his 
perilous journey. They shaved him; cut his hair; 
dressed him in woman^s clothes^ binding roupd his 
head a large coloured handkerchief, crossing it before, 
and tying it behind ; a large blue rug-cloak, with a 
hood that covered his head, com pieted his toilet. The 
gårdener arrived at midnight, and remained at a little 
distance from the prison, Delany, assi^ting the 
Count, walked out the backway unperceived. It 
was a very dark night, which was a favourable cir- 
cumstance. Delany knew where the gårdener awaited 
him. When the Count came to where M. Brooke 
was, the latter placed him on a commpn cart, that 
had holes pierced in the sides and bottom to ^dmit 
air. He then covered him ligbtly with hay, particu- 
larly where his head was, settKng the bay as judi- 
ciously as possible, so as not to smother him, and 
purposing to lessen the weight over him still more, 
when they had left the town. They also brought 
vegetable roots, that the Count might sometimes 
personate a vender of vegetables if necessary. How 
they would find their way depended on M. Brooke, 
who was well acquainted with the localities about, and 
whose intention was to bring him through lonely 
piaces — through uncultivated districts — on towards 
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the sea. Henri wrote a statement addressed to 
William, Prince of Orange, as to who the Count 
was, and requesting him to protect him until some 
of his friends might escape from France. This paper 
M. Brooke sewed between the linings of some of 
his own clothes. 

The gårdener sent a message to Henri by Delany, 
viz., that Bertha had escaped with his master, M. 
Vemier, through the woods, but that he could not 
tell any more respecting them. Delany came back 
when he had seen the poor exiles ofF on their perilous 
journey. How Delany wished he was accompany- 
ing them, leaving France for ever. His love for 
Henri kept him from making an efFort to escape, un- 
less he would consent to accompany him. Henri 
said he would be glad to escape, if he could invent a 
way that would be feasible; so that Delany was now 
determined to plan some means of exit from France 
as soon as possible. He alone must both plan and 
execute, as the gårdener being gone, he had no one 
to consult. 

The very next day there was great commotion in 
the town, crowds moving about in every direction. 
On enquiry, Delany found that many who had 
agreed to turn from Protestantism to Romanism, 
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were that day to declare their recantation before an 
assembly of the clergy, and other persons who might 
wish to attend ; the great object now being to con- 
vert the Huguenots^ nominally at least^ and thus to 
stamp out in France the very name of Protestant. 
It was not long before an order came to Delany to 
bring his prisoner, Henri Montaban^ to the place of 
meetings that his public recantation might take place. 

" Oh 1 M. Henri/' said Delany, with tears in his 
eyes, as he showed him the command of the council, 
'* change your mind, and say that ' yes,^ and do not 
make a Har of me" 

^'Dear Delany, I must speak the truth, and no- 
thing but the truth ; and oh ! may I have strength 
and grace not to deny my Saviour, but to stand on 
his side, as a good soldier in him — Christ Jesus.'' 

*' I suppose escape is all over now," said Delany, 
with a blank look of despair." 

'^Whatever I say or do, I will not compromise 
you, my friend ; and if I am bumed or sent to the 
galleys this day, remember me afFectionately. Take 
possession of all I possess, and bear to my relations 
the report that I died trusting in the finished work 
of my Jesus, my all-sufficient Saviour." 

Dekny and he tenderly embraced each other* 
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Henri was quickly burried on towards the platform, 
that there he might proclaim to the surrounding mob 
that he had become a Roman Catholic. The cheers 
and shouts of the people were deafening, their joy 
and triumph were so great that young M. Montaban 
had turned. ^'Hurrah! hurrahl foi; M. Henri 
Montaban/^ was the general cry. " Hurrah for the 
good old stock, who are turning back to the right 
faith — the good old Catholic religion of their an- 
cestors/' 

Henri stood up, with feelings not to be described, 
in finding himself an object of general observation. 
He was much cast down — very dejected. He stood 
before the crowd with folded arms and downcast eyes. 
Quite silent he remained for some time ; at length, 
raising his dark, expressive eyes upon the beholders, 
he said, with much humility — 

" My friends, I am sorry to say that I lost, I de- 
spised my birth-right — the freedom of an independent 
spirit I lost my dignity, the dignity of truth upon 
my brow, and I denied my faith, the hour I con- 
sented to recant. That hour, or that moment rather, 
I would fain blot from the records of my life, th^ 
records of the time allotted to me on earth. Revr 
erepd Gentlemen,'' he said, turning his face fuU on 
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the asscmbled clergy, with a calm and open brow, 
and with eyes beanGiing with intelligence, and bright- 
ening with the enthusiasm with which he advocated 
the cause of trutb, and of the God of truth; ^'in 
order to save my life you ask me to believe as, you 
say, you believe. You require of me an impossibility. 
Were I to demand of you, that you should believe, 
on penalty evén of death, that one and one make 
three, how could you, contrary to the evidence of 
your senses, believe that dne added to one makes 
three ? With evidence even greater than that of my 
senses, it is equally impossible for me to believe any 
doctrine opposed and contrary to the written word of 
the great Jehovah Himself — the God of truth. I 
might say I did, and thus brand myself a Har, a char- 
acter too despicable to assume. I believe the simple 
answer the Bible gives to the all-important question, 
^What must I do to be saved?' ^Believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved/ Again: 
^ Neither is there salvation in any other, for there is 
none other name under heaven given among men 
wheréby we must be saved, but the name of Jesus 
Christ.' ' Wherefore he (Christ,) is able to save them 
to the uttermost that come to him, seeing he ever liveth 
to make intercession for them.' Of course I cannot 
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then believe that It is necessary for me to seek thc 
mediation of my fe!Iow-man^ of a woman^ or of an 
angel. Again the Bible says — ^The blood of Jesus 
Christ cleanseth from all sin;^ and again: 'When 
he (Jesus) had himself purged our sins, he sat down 
on the right hånd of the Majesty on high/ In faet, 
that all is finished — the great work of salvation — so 
that even the thief on the cross could be with Jesus 
in Paradise, the moment he departed this world. 
How then can I tremble at the fires of Purgatory, 
as I know from the mouth of my God, that Christ's 
sacrifice is all-sufEcient to atone for the sins of the 
whole world ? All is done for us, therefore there is 
nothing left for man to do/^ 

The mob shouted and hooted, clamorously de- 
manding that he should be bumt to death, and thus 
taste the sweets of purgatory in this world, since he 
did not believe he was in any danger of feeling its 
tortures in another. The bishop and the priests 
who presided interfered, ordering the guard to bring 
him in safety to his cell, where his feet were put in 
irons, and his hånds tortured with thumb-screws. 
The next morning a priest entered his céll. He had 
a very pleasant exterior, to which, when he smiled, a 
benevolent expression added much. He bowed gra- 
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ciously, extending his hand^ but seeing the thumb- 
screws, he turned to Delany, ordering him to relcase 
the prisoner while he was there. When freed from 
the iron instruments of torture, Henri requested a 
drink of water from Delany ; and when he had re- 
covered the weakness incident to the sufFering he 
had been subjected to, the priest, with tears in his 
eyes, took Henriks hånd, saying — 

" I came, M. Montaban, to sympathize with y ou ; 
and in order to gain your confidence, I now declare 
that I am not only sorry for the sufFerings that you 
and all the Huguenots have endured, but that I am 
more than inclined to dofF my priestly gown, and 
follow them into exile. 'Their blood is preaching 
unto me; ' and the Bible-proofs of what you believe, 
so simply and cleariy expressed on yesterday, have 
convinced me of the great sin committed by the per- 
secutors against innocent men, whose only crime is 
to be manly enough to think for themselves, and to 
be wise enough to go to the fountain-head to get 
the water of life pure, that they may know what the 
truth is, and leam the way of salvation/' 

He then declared what an effect the Bible truths 
had on his mind, which Henri had brought forth the 
day before, to show that it was an utter impossibility 
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for him, who believed firmly and thoroughly in God's 
written word, to say with truth, that he believed the 
doctrines that the priests, cardinals, and bishops 
commanded him on pain of death to subscribe to, as 
they were all contrary to the Word of God. 

Henri rose up with joy unspeakable, joy too greét 
to express in any other form than crying out, with 
hånds and eyes uplifted — 

"Glory to God in the highest! Glory, honour, 
praise, and power be unto the Lamb for ever ! Hal- 
lelujah ! hallelujah ! Whatever I am to sufFer I now 
rejoice in my sufferings — rejoice that a worm of the 
earth, less than nothing and vanity, should bring 
praise and glory to my Redeemer — should be the 
means of bringing one soul to be cleansed by His 
blood/' 

The priest then told Henri he had determined to 
endeav^our to escape to a country where he could 
study the Bible, and judge for himself. 

^'A Bible here I will not be allowed; and the 
Bible, and nothing but the Bible, henceforth will I 
take for my creed. Now, M. Montaban, my time is 
short; as I understand, a priest of the Jesuit order 
will call on you within an hour or two. If he 
come, speak but little. Yesterday, after you wfere re- 
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ilpDiprisoned, the coudave met^ to decide 01:1 you— .-I 
being present. The prevailing opinion was that you 
3bouJd be massacred either by fire or sword. Some 
3P,id^ ' Send him to the galley^/ A few of the elderg 
tbought differently. For political reasons, they said^ 
it would be wiger to convert you^ if possible, This 
latter advice was adopted ; and I have been sent this 
day to promise you life aj^d freedom on this day 
week^ if you change your mind and recant. Pray 
listen to me^ I am in a hurry, I am resolved to flee 
from France. Will you come with me, dressed as a 
prie3t ? We may both escape by night, and hasten 
out of France on horseback. I have a horse of my 
own/^ 

^' I will be only too delighted to go with you, if 
you have np objection to a third person accompany*- 
ing wS;, pne I could npt go without/' 

^'I have no objection, provided you can depend 
upon his secresy/' 

^' His own risk will gwarantee that, He is a dra- 
gooa-soldjer, one wbo would be of great use in carry^ 
ixkg out your pjaji pf esqape, or elever in suggesting 
one, The man wj^o nghered you into my cell is he. 
You need nqt fear to confide in him, First se^d 
bim up tp replacc my iroi^j ^s the priest you spok« 
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of may come, then he would be subject to censure 
were I at ease/' 

Delany came, re-adjusted the irons, then went off 
in great joy to advise with the Rev. M. Colbert on 
the intended flight. Henri gave all the money he 
had, assuring them of his ready acquiescence with 
any plan they suggested, as likely to further the 
flight for life and freedom. 

Henri was visited shortly after by a Roman Catho- 
lic clergyman, of the order of the Jesuits. He was 
rather advanced in years, portly and comely in per- 
son. When one encountered his fixed gaze, his eyes 
were powerfully penetrating — ^searching you through, 
which, added to a sinister expression about the 
mouth, rather repélled conversation than encouraged 
it. Henri had been advised to speak but litde to 
this man, The torture he was sufFering ill disposed 

him to speak or think, so that the Rev. M. P 

found him more tacitum than served his purpose. 

" My brethren,'' he began, ^' equally with myself, 
were much grieved and disappointed yesterday when 
we found you so determined not to come back to the 
bosom of the Church — the Church of your ances- 
tors — the Church of your country. In hopes you 
will change your mind, we have mercifully granted 
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you another week, to reflect on the advantages you 
are giving up. The advantages of rank, life, freedom 
— of high situations under the present government; 
which situations our interest could and would ensure 
you. Above all, you give up the hope of eternal 
safety, which cannot be had out of the pale of the 
Catholic Church.^' 

'' I thank you and the other reverend gentlemen 
who gave me this reprieve,'^ said Henri, in a scarcely 
audible voice. 

^' You are aware that the galleys for life is your 
doom, if you do not acknowledge allegiance to the 
Church of Rome, by conforming to her ceremonies 
and doctrines.^' 

Henri bowed assent. The Jesuit then sought to 
draw him into conversation, by insinuating himself 
into his good graces; by amusing him with plea- 
santries in the way of anecdotes, news, soothing 
him by a seeming interest in his own future, and 
promising him much friendship and patronage from 
the confratemity he belonged to, whose powerful 
interest with persons in high life and high position 
was not to be despised. 

" M. Montaban, you profess being obliged for our 
clemency. Will you say you will. profit by it and 
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confonn to our religion^ as it wauld give us great 
pleasure to save one whom we think so much of 
from misery and destruction, both in time and in 
etemity/^ 

Henri answcred, '^ Reverend sir, the raercy granted 
to me was that I should have a week to think over 
the matter, before an answer was required; I am, 
at present, in too great a state of sufTering either to 
think or speak ; even in your presence I can scarcely 
suppress moaning aloud/' 

The Jesuit was at first inclined to order an alle- 
viation of his torture, but believing that pain might 
make him yield to his wishes, more than his argu- 
ments could, however honied they might be, he 
changed his mind, and rising to depart he said, in 
rather a kind manner, " Farewell. I hope you will 
take my advice, or rather the advice of Scripture, to 
which you profess to be so partial, and which you 
cannot gainsay, My parting words to you, M. 
Montaban, are but a friendly caution. The Bible 
says to you and me, ^Be ye wisc as serpents/ " 

" Very good advice, indeed," said Henri, '^ if com- 
bined with the harmlessness of the dove. The 
wisdom must be such as can dcve-tail with sim- 
plicity and trutb." 
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Rather astonished^ and a little taken aback> he 
stood for a while silent^ with that jmpenetrable, yet 
deeply penetrating gaze^ that made Henri recoil 
within himseif, and almost shudder, Then, bowing 
graciously^ he witbdrew. 

Delany came very late next evening. He took 
poor Henri out of irons, and gave him some refresh- 
ment which he had purchased for him, as it was 
more strengthening than prison diet. 

"M. Henri, you must do everything I order you. 
Any risk is better than galleys^ certainty. I have a 
black wig, and a bushy beard and whiskers : I know 
how to settle them on. This priest's dress you are 
to wear until you get out of frequented piaces. The 
Rev. M. Colbert will wear a grey wig, also a 
large overcoat, so as to look like a very old priest. 
I have procured a horse for you. He will bring his 
own horse to the place where we are to meet him, 
and then we will gallop off as fast as we can. I am 
to foUow you and Father Colbert as a dragoon. In 
order to disguise myself I will stain my face and 
wear whiskers of a difFerent colour from my own, 
We think the people are so much accustomed to 
meet priests and dragoons riding about that we may 
pass unnoticed,'' 
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When it was dark Delany was ready to start. 
Michelet, the warder who had taken ill, had kept his 
room nearly ever since ; he did not even know of the 
escape of the old Count. 

Two dragoons guarded the front of the prison, day 
and night. The back of the prison was under the 
guardianship of Michelet and Delany. The latter 
being now left to himself^ was enabled to manage 
matters so as to elude detection. Michelet was very 
thankful to Delany for his great care of him during 
his illness^ and was inclined to serve him in any way 
he could. Delany then told him that on next evening 
he must take care of the prisoners as usual, with the 
exception of the old gentleman and M. Montaban, 
as he had made regulations that they would not 
require any care for three days at least — " I may 
have to go away for a day or two, so mind you must 
exert yourself, but do not say to anyone, even to the 
soldiers, that I am not at my post. I did a good 
tum for you — ^you will not injure me I know. 
Michelet promised to be true to his interest. Delany 
then led Henri quietly away, locking the door of his 
cell, and taking the key with him, also the key of the 
old Count^s prison, to prevent the absence of either 
being discovered too soon. No one knew the Count 
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had been carried away, as Michelet had not left his 
room. The two men made no noise — never spoke. 
After shutting the prison gate outside they mounted 
their horses, and at the appointed place they met the 
priest, so changed into the appearance of an aged 
man that Henri would not have known him. They 
hurried on silently. The priest led the party, as he 
was well acquainted with the safest and most retired 
way to escape towards the frontier. Guards, that 
were stationed in one of the localities, they feared 
very much they would not be allowed to pass unmo- 
lested. However, as the soldiers concluded that two 
priests guarded by a dragoon must have been sent 
on business of importance by the authorities, they 
took no notice of them. When they had travelled 
about seventy miles, as the morning had advanced, 
they stopped near a wood, in the shade of which 
they took refreshment and changed their dresses, 
lest they might have attracted notice during their 
flight, and consequently be pursued. 

Delany buried his regimentals in a hole he dug 
amongst the trees with a hand-spade he had brought 
for the purpose. Henri and M. Colbert changed 
any part of their dress that bespoke them to be 
priests. While they were hid among the trees a 
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large party of soldiers passed on towards the way 
over which they had travelled. Rejoicing they had 
cscaped this party, they listened until the datter of 
the horses' hoofs had died away : then, when mett 
and horses were in a measure refreshed, they again 
pursued their journey. Weary and trembling, on 
they rode. The fear of pursuit had siich an effect 
tipon them that they could enjoy nothing. Nothing 
that pleases the eye, nothing that pleases the ear had 
any charms for them. In vain the beauties of nature 
were spread before them. In vain the birds greeted 
them with theif warblings, or their sweetest songs- 
Onward ! onward ! We will be caiight ! We will be 
immured for Hfe if we delay. Onward, waS the 
watchword. Onwafd, was the command— the en- 
treaty to each, from each. 

To rest theif jaded beasts they were obliged io 
dismount at times ; still, they felt like the first doye 
that left the ark — ^there was no rest, even for the 
soles of their feet, while travelling on the bldod- 
deluged soil of France ; and, like the dove, im- 
patiently they hurried onwafds, still onwards, fleeing 
to the årk of the Huguenot, Holland, where they 
hbped to bei takeli into refuge by the noble friend of 
Protestants — William, Prince of Orange. 
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It would be vain to attempt describing the suffer- 
ings of mind and body our interesting travellers 
cxperienced, in endeavouring to elude the vigilance 
of the troops pursuing the fugitives, and guarding 
the sea-coast and the frontiers in every direction. 
The thoughts of a Hfe spent in misery at the galleys, 
without hope of mercy from man, acted as an* 
impetus to urge them onward, and gave new vigour 
to their endeavour to push forward. When many, 
many days were thus spent, and their provisions 
nearly exhausted, they saw a girl milking cows as 
they rode through a field. Anxiously they besought 
her to sell them some milk. She answefed that it 
was not for sale j but if they were in a necessitous 
State her master would readily give them milk. 
Fearing her master might be an enemy to the perse- 
cuted, they questioned her as to who he was, and on 
hearing he was a Huguenot, and the friend of the 
Huguenots, they desired her to ask leave for them to 
purchase milk. In a short time a gentleman and 
lady made their appearance and féquestcd them to 
eome to their house^ which was hot far ofF, to 
partake of refreshments, and rest their horseSa 
Gladly they accepted thid kind offer. Dismounting, 
and leading their jaded beasts, they revealed to theif 
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host who they were, and the great necessity they 
*were in^. '' Well, iny friends/' he said, "let us press 
on, and under my roof you shall have protection and 
rest. If you will confidingly and candidly disclose 
to me your troubles — your great troubles — also 
your future prospects, I promise you my friendship, 
if I can be of use to you. You need not fear to 
trust me : I have the power of alleviating many of 
the woes of life. I take a very deep interest in the 
sufFerings of my brother Huguenots, and I wish to 
assuage them in every way I can. I am very glad I 
have met you ; and now that we have arrived at the 
entrance of my mansion, allow me to bid you welcome, 
also to introduce you to the lady that accompanies 
me — my daughter.'' To a servant he said, " Shew 
these two gentlemen to their rooms, and take M. 
Delany down to the housekeeper, with orders from 
me to provide him with every comfort.^' 

After dinner was over, the travellers seemed so 
much refreshed, their host requested each of them to 
relate the story of their grievances, that he might 
consider in what way he could best relieve them. 
He listened with much interest, as they separately 
unfolded the story of their misfortunes. When 
Henri, (thinking it no longer advisable to conceal his 
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real name,) introduced himself as Henri Montaban 
de Paré, son of Count de Paré, who had fought so 
many of the Huguenot battles in former days. 
Monsieur Prideaux grasped his hånd with much 
warmth, saying, ^* Is it possible you are the son of 
the good, the brave Count de Paré, a very old friend 
of my family ? My father was very much attached 
to him, and served with him in many battles. I 
remember him well/^ 

When Henri found his father was so well known 
and beloved by his host, he told all the circumstances 
he had so lately become acquainted with, respecting 
his father^s family. He showed him the letter of 
his mother, also her likeness and the likeness of his 
father. He recognized the Count's likeness imme- 
diately. 

" Marie ! Marie ! look. This is the portrait, and 
a very good one, of the celebrated Count de Paré, of 
w^hom you have so often heard me relate anecdotes.'^ 

" But, dear father, is it not melancholy to think of 
what he may still be sufFering. I quite shuddered 
when I heard his son. Monsieur de Paré, relating 
the manner of his recent escape from imprisonment; 
and I now tremble to think what may have happened 
to an aged man on so perilous a joumey, he being. 
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so broken down in health and strength from long 
confinement. Worse than all, he has no friend or 
relation to receive him, or minister to his wants. 
Can any thing be done ? ^^ 

" Marie, my child, let us not anticipate evil. The 
God who has so miraculously prcserved him through 
åll his trials-^^his great trials — is able to bring him 
safely to his journey^s end. Let us trust and pray that 
God may grant us all a happy meeting with him. I 
have been able to assist many afflicted Huguenots in 
their wanderings. I hope I may be able yet to serve 
him. Henri de Paré — for Henri I will call you — re- 
member I am your friend j for your father^s sake I 
will do what I can for you and your companions. 
From what the Rev. M. Colbert has just told me, re- 
specting your piety and wish to glorify your Saviour, 
I cannot but esteem you, and value your friendship, 
should I be fortunate enough to gain it. Marie, we 
must now think what plan we can invent, or what 
course we had better pursue, to ensure the safety of 
our guests, as they are still on French territory. 
Please, then, order coffee, as rest, a long rest, is 
åbsolutely necessary to recruit them.'^ 

When God was glorified with praise for His mer- 
des, the travellcrs were ushered into their respective 
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rooms. When they had retired, M. Prideaux and 
his daughter sat together, planning the wisest way of 
assisting their guests. Marie Prideaux was an only 
daughter. She was the beloved pupil and the con- 
stant companion of her fond father. Having lost her 
mother at a tender age, her father earnestly endea- 
voured to supply that loss by over-care, by tendemess 
inexpressible, by unwearied watchfulness and instruc- 
tion. He was her sole instructor ; and well adapted 
he was for the responsible office. He found, not 
only a bright and talented pupil, but also a docile and 
attentive one in Marie. He, being quite an artist 
both in music and drawing, was "enabled to make 
Marie a proficient in these delightful accomplish- 
ments. And now she was the pride of his life, the 
charm of his home. It was a great comfort to him 
that Marie was a child of God ; that Jesus was to 
her the ^'pearl of great price" — the anchor of her soul 
— ^the rock of her salvation — her tower — her strength 
— her all in all ! Marie was very prepossessing in 
appearance and manner; her toute ensemble being 
particularly charming. Intelligence, truthfulness, 
and simplicity, with a wish to please, rendered her 
conversation very fascinating, espccially as an ever- 
varying expression lighted up her brilliant and 
amiable countenance. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



HISMSh PRIDEAUX; rising much earlier than his 
^^^^ guests the next mornings sent for Delany, 
whose faithfulness and affection he much admired. 
Delany sat with him in his study for some time. 
Delany was much improved in social converse ; and 
his mind was much enlarged since he left his Irish 
home, yet he would often come out the real warm- 
hearted though uncouth and clownish Irishman. 
^ . " What/^ said M. Prideaux, " do you propose 
doing when you come to a place of safety ? Would 
you likc to get a good appointment in Prince 
William^s army ? The Prince of Orange I mean/' 

'^ I would, very much, sir, unless M. Henri, or his 
brother, poor M. Philippe, wished me to remain 
with them. I am, to tell the truth, downright fond 
of these two gentlemen. Ah ! sir, the likes of them 
two are hard to be got, at least in these far-ofF foreign 
parts.^' 
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'^ If M. Henri has no objection, I will ensure you 
a good place in Prince William^s Huguenot Corps/' 

''Does not your honour know that I am not a 
bom Huguenot j but indeed, if I was to speak my 
mind, I would not care if I was of the same religion, 
it is so plain in the Bible — that Book that M. Henri 
declares is God^s own Book, written to tell us the 
right way to heaven. Sure it could not be true, that 
the good God would tell any man to murder, and 
what is worse, to torture any fellow-creature. It is 
not to be believed that God would like murder/^ 

'' We will teach you more of God's Word ; and by 
becoming a Protestant at once, you will have the 
advantage of receiving regular instruction in Scrip- 
ture—in faet, in Bible religion — so you may as well 
consent to be enroUed as a Protestant/^ 
* ''What shall I do if I ever go back to my own 
people, for they are all very wicked against Protes- 
tants V 

" You will not probably go back for many years ; 
and when you do, I trust that you will be so eamest 
in the cause of truth, and so well instructed in the 
good news of etemal happiness in Christ Jesus, that 
you will bring a blessing to them— even the Gospel 
message of peace/^ 
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'' Ah ! tbcn do as ypur honour thinks best. Get 
me at once into tbe Prince of Orangens army. I wiU 
be faithful to him, come what will. I will fight, along 
with him, those bloody rascals that are spilling so 
mucb inuocent blood. Right is right. Everyone 
ought to have their right. That's my opinion, and 
ru stick to it while I live. I tell you, sir, they are 
spoiling the good old Roman Catholic religion by 
these new-fangled ways of killing the world before 
them, if the people do not say as they say, and tHink 
as they think. It is my private opinion that every 
man should be free to do as he likes,^* 

" What is your Christian name, Delany ?" 

" Patrick Delany is my name, Your countrymen 
think it vexes me when they call me a ' Paddy.' A 
Paddy I am^^Paddy is my nature — 1^11 never be 
ashamed of my name. I Ml tell you what, sir, between 
you and me, one Paddy is worth three of these 
French frippery dandies any day, if he were put 
to it." 

" I know that many of your countrymen are called 
after St. Patrick, whom they have great reverence for.'' 

^^Why wouldn't they, sir? Their own patron 
jsaint ! that did such miracles, and li ved such a holy 
life! The i7th day of March we call St. Patrick'^ 
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day, and every real Irishman keeps that day holy, 
in honour of our Irish saint/* 

" I understand that the way they honour him on 
that day is to drink a Patrick's pot of whiskey, and 
become very drunk/' 

" I am afraid, your honour, that's too true/^ 

" Are you aware, Delany, that St. Patrick was not 
an Irishman ? " 

" Not an Irishman ! do you say ? " 

'^No; his Christian parents were Britons. It is, 
not quite certain whether their son Patrick was born 
in France or Scotland. When quite a boy he was 
stolen from his parents, and sold as a slave to a 
heathen who lived in Ireland, and who treated him 
very severely, keeping him to care his cattle. While 
living in bondage, he learned to speak the Irish 
language j he also had opportunities of hearing Bible 
truths, for in Ireland the Scriptures were in circula- 
tion from a very early period of the Christian era. 
When he made his escape from slavery, he went to 
France, where he became a learned man. He was 
particularly well learned in Scripture. At sixty years 
of age he returned to Ireland as Bishop of Ireland. 
His preaching to the heathen who then lived in 
Ireland was much blessed, and many of them were 

H 
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converted. The Irish Christians of that time all 
flocked round their new bishop^ to leam from hioa 
more of Bible truths. He never said there was a 
purgatory. He never told them to worship the 
Virgin Mary — to make images of her, and to bow 
down to them ; for St. Patrick kept and taught the 
Second Commandment, as writtten in the Bible, 
which command is, ^ Thou shalt not make any like- 
ness of anything in heaven or earth; thou shalt not 
bow down to them nor worship them,' St. Patrick 
wrote a hymn called St. Patrick's Armour. I will 
repeat the latter part of it, and you will see how 
Bishop Patrick did not pray for help to the Virgin 
Mary — to saints or angels. His Saviour, Jesus, was 
his all in all — his entire salvation. The end of the 
hymn runs thiis — 

" * Christ before me. Christ after me. Christ in me. Christ 
under me. Christ over me. Christ at my right. Christ at my 
left. Christ at this side. Christ at that side. Christ at my back. 
Christ be in the heart of each person that speaks to me. Christ in 
each eye that sees me. I invoke His mighty power.' " 

" I am listening in great wonder to what you are 
telling me. Sure, sir, if all this be true, St. Patrick 
was a Huguenot after all. Why, if he were alive 
now he WDuld be murdered for his Huguenoit faith. 
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If my people at home knew all this, I am sure tbey 
would never keep his day holy any more/' 

'' Remember that at the time St. Patrick was their 
bishop the Irish people Ipved their Bible, and had 
schools and colleges for teaching the Bible exclu- 
sively, there being no printed books tben, and the 
written word of God was not easily procured. Ire- 
land was conquered by the English, when Henry II. 
was king of England. The Pope of Rome planned 
with Henry of England, not only to conquer Ireland, 
but to treat the conquered people with tyranny, 
allowing them no freedom, not even tl>e freedom of 
speaking their own language. A bull was isgued to 
that effect. It also commauded that the Irish were 
all to be brought into communion with the Church 
of Rome. Prince John came to Ireland to carry out 
the Popens wishes. The natives, of course, hated 
their oppressors, and rebelled against their tyranny. 
To defend the first English setders from the natives, 
King John, in the i!2th century, builtthree castles or 
fortresses. The poor natives were in a sad state of 
bondage. The Pope succeeded in bringing Ireland 
under his spiritual dominion, seven hundred years 
after St. Patrick lived and preached in Ireland ^ and 
the Bible, the ancient Irish so much loved and 
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studied, became to them a closed book for many 
years, or rather ages/' 

" What a pity Ireland should grow worse instead 
of better/' said Delany. " I heard they were fond of 
music long ago, and that when they had kings in 
Ireland the harp was often played and sung to/' 

" Oh, yes ! king Brian Boroihme played the harp 
himself. In Tara's halls they played the harp/' 

" Now the old Irish harp is gone. The poor Irish 
fellows must have been sad when they gave up their 
favourite harp. I can sing a song, sir, all about the 
dear old Irish harp. If you like I will sing it for 
you. I do not wonder that the English are hated by 
my countrymen, from what you tell me.'' 

^^You must remember, Delany, that it was the 
Pope of Rome that commanded Ireland to be treated 
badly, and it was Popish England that obeyed the 
Pope's command; it was not Protestant England. 
When England became a Protestant nation, Ireland 
enjoyed the privileges of a free people, and at the 
present time they are one in Englandes prosperity, 
and are govemed by her just laws. Please sing the 
song you promised to sing for me/' 

" M. Philippe de Paré took great pains to teach 
me how to sing this song. The words I learned 
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before I ever saw M. Philippe. I am sure it must 
have been at the time the Irish were so badly treated 
by the English and by the Pope of Rome that these 
words were composed/' 

Delany had a good voice and a correct ear. 
M. Prideaux enjoyed the song very much, also the 
enthusiasm of the Irishman, as he simg the foUow- 
inej words : — 

"THE LAST HARP OF ERIN." 
Suited for the state of Ireland in the X2th ceutury. 

" Harp of Erin ! — Harp of world-wide repute — 
Oh ! ere you bid leme's sons fEU^well, 
Toll forth their lost, lost liberty*s sad knell. 
With long-drawn notes still, still prolong the strain. 
And bid each hlll loud echo it again ; 
And bid the winds, that lash the proud deep o*er, 
Bear up the sound along the sea-wash'd shore — 
That Erin 's sons throughout her isle may hear 
The funeral dirge, and close it with a tear. 
Gone is her boasted pride — ^for ever gone — 
Her sons now cringe beneath a foreign throne. 
No child of Erin dåre they call their lord ; 
Tamely must all for tyrants draw the sword. 
Ah ! if one spark of liberty yet beams, 
If one fond wish for freedom yet remains, 
'Tis thine, sweet harp I to wake the dormant fires, 
And bid the sons to imitate their sires. 
True, thee to hear, are now no warrior kings, 
No royal bards to touch thy time-worn strings ; 
And yet, if thou canst make one heart beat high 
In freedom's cause, and bum to live or die, 
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Then, tlioug!i thy chords strike ont ilo ehieftaili's farne, 

Thy dying notes wiU not be suiig in Tain. 

But should'st thou fail, I'll hang thee near yon tide, 

Thott last sad telic of poot EHn's pride. 

I'll find a tree beside some rocky cave^ 

Whose verdant boughs oft touch the briny wave, 

Aiid hang thee there, that each proad wind that blows 

From Albion's shore, may kiss thee as it gæs ; 

And, sweeping o*er thy chords, draw forth one sigh 

For Erin's woe — ^for Albion's tyranny. 

Thus ever and anon, as winds around 

Thee play, another requiem shall sound. ** 

" Thank you very much/' said Monsieur Prideaux. 
" It is time for you to breakfast. I hope my house- 
keeper makes you comfortable/' 

"Thank yOu, sir, I have every comfort; but one 
thing I wish — that you would tell them not to dress 
any frogs for me. No one in my country eats that 
kind of varmin^ and, begging your pardon^ sir, they 
make me sick even to look at them.** 

"Well, you must have everything you like. I 
would advise you to dress in a suit of my livery 
which will disguise you, and you can travel behind 
my carriage, personating my servant.** 
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CHAPTER IX. 




" There *s nothing sweeter than a woman's soul, 
When Truth Divine erects her temple there." 

R. M. 



I HEN breakfast was over, it was decided that 
they should all set ofF very early next day 
on their way to Ostend, a seaport. M. Prideaux^s 
travelling carriage accommodated four persons inside. 
It was judged better to continue the disguise of 
beards, wigs, &c.; in other respects their dress 
should be that of private gentlemen. M. Prideaux 
promised to expedite his jouniey by changing horses 
often. He thought they would get beyond the 
French territory in two days or so, which would, in 
a great measure, ensure their safety. " And now/' 
said their host, " as we have made our preparations, 
let us enjoy each other^s society within doors, as 
it may be more prudent to hide ourselves. My 
library contains good books« My picture gallery 
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is worth looking at^ as paintings from the best 
artists^ ancient and modem, adom it; music, also, 
may beguile the time. Marie is always willing to 
contribute her share when recjuired ; so I hope you 
will make yourselves at home/^ 

M. Prideaux went to sitnear M. Colbert, who 
was in the conservatory admiring some beautiful 
piants. Among those in bloom were a few very rare 
roses ; one, the yellow rose, which was really magni- 
ficent. In this delightful little place M. Prideaux 
quite enjoyed conversing with his guest, whose 
mind seemed so much awakened to an interest in 
etemal things, and so truly convinced that it was 
no mark of a true Church to ignore the Bible, and 
to teach for doctrines the commandments of men. 

" M. Colbert, do you now look to the Bible only 
as the standard of our faith }'' 

" Certainly ; and I have made up my mind to be 
guided by that standard, and no other.^' 

"Then you must think it idolatry to worship 
Mary/' 

" I have examined very carefully in the New Tes- 
tament everything there written concerning Mary, 
and I have not found any verse of Scripture to 
sanction the worship or the reverence that is paid 
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to the Virgin Mary in the Roman Catholic Church. 
I can call such worship by no other name than 
idolatry/' 

" And as it is plainly declared that there is but 
one Mediator, why should we seek the intercession 
of Mary, of which the Scripture never speaks?^^ 
said M. Prideaux. "This doctrine rests entirely 
on man, or on the authority of a set of men called 
the Church of Rome/^ 

^^ I am very thankful that I have been enlightened 
on that subject, and that I can fully agree with 
everything you have just spoken." 

"One argument appears to me very conclusive. 
The attributes of God are not ascribed to Mary. 
When sinners, then, from pole to pole, from east 
to west, kneel simultaneously to beseech Mary's 
help or intercession, as she is not omnipresent, who, 
among the many, can gain an audience, or how can 
a petitioner know when or where he may be heard ? 
As Mary is not omniscient, she cannot know what 
gift or blessing would suit each or all, nor can she 
search or know the hearts that apply for comfort ; 
and as Mary is not omnipotent, she cannot do any 
good to man herself. We are in the Bible invited 
to ask Jesus, the Omnipresent One, the Omniscient, 
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and the Omnipotent, to intercede for us with God; 
and then how useless and out of order does it séem, 
to come to Mary — even could she hear — and say, 
' Will you ask my Saviour to do what He promised 
me He would do whenever I asked Himself/ '^ 

" Time and circumstances have not as yet allowed 
me to read carefully the Word of God, but I hope to 
give my whole energies and leisure to the study of a 
Book I now think precious above all other trea- 
sures/' 

"The more you examine by God's Word the 
Roman system, with its wily depths, its sordid mo- 
tives, its persecuting spirit, and its tyranny in keep- 
ing men^s souls in bondage with the iron chain of 
spiritual despotism, denying the Lamp of Life to 
guide their feet aright, the light of God's Word to 
point the only way of escape from the power of Satan 
to the realms of everlasting bliss, the more you must 
acknowledge that the Popish system has not God 
for its author, nor His glory for its end/^ 

" True/' said M. Colbert. " The tree is known by 
its fruits; and if we are to judge this anti-biblical 
system by its workings, heaven must say ' It is not 
in me;* and if the depths will say, 'It is in me,* 
they must be the depths of Satan/' 
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" I am glad to hear you speak so decidedly, M. 
Colbert, and I hope I may soon hear and see you a 
preacher of the Gospel of our Lord and Savionr Jesus 
Christ in all sincerity and simplicity/' 

*' It has been said, M. Prideaux, that ' the blood 
of the martyrs is the seed of the Church; ' and I can 
bear witness that their 'blood preacheth to me/*' 

** The study of Scripture prophécy is very interest- 
ing. How plainly it tells of the downfall of the 
Papacy, and the extension of Christ's kingdom in 
the earth. The restoration of the Jews to their own 
land is so fuUy declared that we cannot doubt it." 

"I know not anything I may say of the future 
prophesied events of Scripture. In the Bible what a 
field for exploration lies before me — fulfilled and 
unfulfiUed prophécy. Also the history of that won- 
derful people the Jews. You cannot think how I 
have been taught to hate the Jews. That early 
prejudice is giving way, I rejoice.'' 

" Papa/* said Marie, '^ will you please join in this 
trio, as we want you for the bass part." 

''With pleasure; pray excuse our inattention to 
your musical entertainment. M. Colbert's interest- 
ing conversation must plead my excuse. M. Henri, 
are you fond of music ? " 
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" Passionately ; so you can understand how much 
pleased I have been with Miss Prideaux's brilliant 
performance ; but I have not as yet had the pleasure 
of a song/' 

"Well I must say I feel a little proud of my 
pupil/^ 

Well pleased with each other, our party separated 
for the night; and at a very early hour the next 
morning, they set ofF on their journey, which was a 
very happy one, notwithstanding the fatigue. A 
great part of their route lay beyond the French terri-. 
tory, so that they were not all the time a prey to the 
fears they first set out with. When they arrived at 
Ostend, they remained there some time to rest, and 
to mature their future pl^s. When Henri came 
into the breakfast-room next morning, divested of 
his black wig and bushy beard, he looked so different, 
so much handsomer, with his own natural light 
brown wavy hair, that M. Prideaux and his daughter 
bowed without coming forward, not being quite cer- 
tain it was he. Henri laughed, and seemed much 
amused. 

"Whatever I thought of you before,*' said M. 
Prideaux, "I must say you are a fine handsome 
young man, and very like your father, which likeness 
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I did not before observe, you disguised yourself so 
ridiculously well.'* 

M. Colbert soon made his appearance, looking 
twenty years younger. Instead of grey hair and 
beard, his hair was jet-like. 

But for Henri's solicitude respecting his father, 
Philippe, and Bertha, he would have been compara- 
tively happy. M. Prideaux had promised to make 
all possible enquiries respecting the missing links 
of our Huguenot chain. Henri took great pleasure 
in the society of Marie, whose graceful appearance 
and winning manners charmed him more and more 
each day he enjoyed the pleasure of her society. 
Her dress was only remarkable for its neatness and 
simplicity. It never seemed to give her a moment's 
thought, when once her toilet was completed. She 
seemed to live for others — to live to love and be 
loved, in the domestic circle which she centred. 
Her brother Louis had come from Amsterdam to 
see his father and sister. Full of fun and merri- 
raent, his buoyant spirits, his pleasantries and good 
humour, rendered his society not only desirable in 
his own home, but absolutely indispensable to the 
home happiness, to the fireside enjoyment of the 
loved ones that resided there. He found a congenial 
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spirit in Henri. Boating, fishing, the two young 
men enjoyed together. Inhaling the sea breeze 
quite restored Henri's health and strength. The 
tension his mind had been subjected to relaxing, 
he was renewed in vigour, so that the elasticity of 
his spirits returning, made him both enjoying and 
enjoyable. 

In a few days M. Prideaux went to Amsterdam, 
accompanied by M. Colbert and Delany, so that 
Marie was left alone to entertain her guest and 
brother. The weather was delightful. The trio 
were seldom separated. They walked together over 
hill and dale, enjoying the beauties of nature that 
surrounded them. They boated when the sea was 
calm, and occasionally rode to distances to find 
spots of beauty, and piaces of local interest in olden 
times. Marie was fond of sketching, yet her lively 
companions would give her but little time for 
accuracy of outline, or for the observation of light, 
and shade, and shadow, the efiect of which is so 
beautiful to an artist^s eye ; and, if it can be trans- 
ferred to the paper, enhances so much the value of 
the drawing. 

One evening when Marie was preparing their 
usuaJ light supper, Henri and Louis stroUed towards 
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the residence of a boatman to give some orders 
respecting fishing-tackle, telling Marie that they 
would return shortly. Henri onJy went part of 
the way with Louis : " I am fatigued/' he said, 
" I will rest under this tree, Louis, until you 
return/^ 

Marie, while awaiting them, walked out on the 
balcony, through a glass door that opened from the 
drawing-room. It was a lovely evening. The moon- 
beams slept on the almost waveless ocean, that 
spread its vast sheet of water before her view. The 
soft white clouds that the moon enlightened, with 
the silver lining of the more sombre clouds, were all 
enchanting the gaze of Marie. Farther, where the 
moonbeams played not, stole on the dark blue night- 
cloud, colouring the reflecting ocean which lay 
beneath it with its own rich, dark, matchless shade 
of blue. How Marie did enjoy the scene before her 1 
Her eyes remained riveted on that spot of ocean 
beauty, which sparkled so silver-like, so transcen- 
dently bright, as if the moon faerself had made her 
bed below upon the bosom of the deep. Enthu* 
eiastic with delight, her voice poured forth in song 
an impromptu, suggested by the moonlight scene and 
the moonlight hour. 
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The moon is beaming sweetly bright, 
The stars, ashamed, have hid their light. 
And none is near to see me. 

The lark has sought her lowly nest, 
Deep in the rocks the sea-birds rest, 

And none is near to see me. 

The sea is tipp'd with gold to-night, 
The clouds are silver'd o'er with light. 
And none is near to see me. 

This is the hour of calm repose, 
The hour to sigh for silent woes, 

When none is near to hear me. 

Oh ! 'tis the time, at heaven's pure shrine. 
To melt the heart in song divine, 

When none but God can hear me. 

Her song was answered, to her astonishment, in 
a voice she at once recognised to be Henriks. 

Sweet Marie, breathe that strain again, 

In every note there is a spell 
That binds me with a seraph's chain, - 

And bids me in Elysium dwell. 

Before she had time to move Henri advanced in 
an agitated manner^ and taking Marie^s hånd said^ 
^^Can you forgive my intrusive answer? It came 
unbidden. I was enchanted. Yes, yes, you are a 
seraph ! You bind me with love's chain ! Yes, you 
alone can make on earth an Elysium for me to 
dwell in.'^ 
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Marie trembled, blushed, and bursting into tears, 
she ran quickly through the glass door, and on 
through the drawing-room, to her own bed-room, 
where she remained until the morning, fathoming 
her own mind, and trying to guess what Henri 
meant. She could not, she thought, take in earnest 
what a person might say in a moment of excitement. 
In faet, she got up in the morning, after a sleepless 
night, just as wise as to what her own excited 
feelings might lead to, or what Henri had meant to 
imply by what he said in so impassioned a manner, 
as when she had lain down. At last she came to 
the conclusion that it was the enchantment of the 
music that caused his enthusiasm ; yet she trembled 
at the idea of meeting him. '^ If,^^ she thought, " I 
could only be composed, and aet as if it were all a 
dream/' 

A loud halloo, accompanied by a tap at her door, 
roused her to action. 

''Marie! Marie! I never thought you a lazy, 
good-for-nothing drone before,^' said Louis, with 
his usual badinage, '' here we are in a doleful plight 
without your presence. No Marie — ^no comfort — 
no breakfast! If it were a chrysalis it might be 
somewhat cheering, as we might expect you to make 
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your exit from that state dazzling to behold, and 
winging your flight in such beauty that our admira- 
tion and ecstacy would comfort us poor mortals for 
being left at a distance to adore you: but to turn 
into a drone ! it is enough to make us rise up in war 
against you. Do come down, my Marie, and preside 
at our breakfast," he said, giving her his arm, lead- 
ing her down, and placing her at the head of the 
table. 

'^M. Henri,'^ said Louis as he entered, "where 
have you vanished to ? Do, pray, come in — ^break- 
fast will be cold. I find, by this post just arrived, 
that my father is on his way home, and expects the 
carriage to meet him at the hotel. He says he will 
keep all news until he arrives.^^ 

^^ May I go to meet him V said Henri, as he came 
into the break fast-room. Blushingly he bowed to 
Marie, who half extended her hånd ; he half extended 
his — yet the hånds met not. Louis, reading his 
letter, did not notice their mutual confusion. It was 
settled that Henri alone should go meet M. Prideaux. 
He was soon ready. He intended to ask Marie 
had she any commands, but Marie had fled. Henri 
drove ofF, and in a short time met M. Prideaux, 
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CHAPTER X. 



There is no alliance or society more 
Beantiful or more exquisite than a good marriage. 

Luther. 



j^^l^HEN they had started for home, M. Prideaux 
j^j|^ said, " I have pleasant news to tell." 

" Do not tell me any liews/^ said Henri, ^^ until I 
have unburthened my heart to you, my dear friend." 

He then related what had passed at the moonlight 
scene of the night before. " I have not spoken to 
your daughter since/' he said, ''as at breakfast we 
were both, I think, not at ease. I now request 
you will excuse my being so premature — I say pre- 
mature, because I should not have tried to gain your 
daughter's affections without consulting your wishes. 
Besides, I am poor, and, I may say, but a wanderer 
on the earth, and Marie is entitled to the noble and 
the wealthy/^ 

*' My dear Henri, if my daughter should entertain 
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a wish to become your wife I will consent wlllingly 
to her union with you, as I have not only studied 
your character^ but I have heard much that redounds 
to your credit. I feel your alliance an honour; still 
I know not how my daughter may be affected 
towards you. You have my consent, and I must 
leave it to your own wisdom to penetrate into the 
depths of Marie's heart. One boon I will ask of 
you should you be united. It is that Marie is not 
to be separated from me. I am a widower. I lost 
the beloved of my heart in early life; and if I am 
separated from the only earthly comforter of my 
loneliness, I will be too sad. I cannot live without 
my fond, fond child. Let us now, however, change 
the subject. 

" The Prince of Orange is a noble fellow. He is 
so kind and thoughtful with regard to the Huguenot 
refugees: he values them so much. The numbers 
that are flocking to Holland would surprise you. 
M. Colbert, your friend, he has placed at Leyden 
College, to be instructed in Scripture ; and, when he 
is qualified to teach and preach the unsearchable 
riches of Christ, he has proraised to provide for him. 
To Delany he has given the post of sergeant in a 
Huguenot regiment. He will raise him from the 



Digitized 



by Google 



Philippe. 121 

ranks hereafter, on condition that he assiduously 
attends an evangelical tutor, engaged to teach him 
the truths of Christianity, also reading and writing. 
The Prince will give you a lieutenant^s commission 
in a cavalry regiment, also your brother Philippe, 
should he tum up. I had the honour of dining with 
his Highness, and who do you think I met at his 
table?'' 

*' I have not the most distant idea/' 
^ The old Count de Paré, your father/' 
^^ Oh ! how can I believe, or, at least, realize such 
good news 1 May God make me thankful. Is it — 
is it quite true ? How does he look ? Did he sufFer 
much?^' 

*' I was much surprised," said M. Prideaux, '' to 
see him look so well, at least, so like what I would 
have expected to see him, from his years, even if he 
had not sufFered. M. Brooke, who came with him, 
thinks the sea voyage restored him very much; he 
says, ^ it was wonderful what a change the breathing 
of the fresh air, and the feeling that he was a free 
man, effected/ M. Brooke acted very cleverly. He 
hurried on as quickly as possible to the seashore, 
sometimes in a boat down the river. 

'^ When they arrived at the sea-coast^ a captain of 
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SL Vessel, whom the gårdener knew, took him on board. 
Placing him in a large hamper, with straw in it, he 
there concealed him until the ship had sailed beyond 
the French coast; then he was taken from the 
hamper, and divested of part of the old woman's 
attire. Conscious freedom and the sea-breeze re- 
vived him so much, that he seemed a new man, even 
before he arrived in Holland. William of Orange, 
when he discovered from your letter, and also from 
his account of himseif, who he was, placed him 
in a villa of his own, with M. Brooke to take care 
of him, appointing M. Brooke, at a high salary, as 
overseer of the gardens, nurseries, and orchards on 
his estates. The Count remembered me imme- 
diately. He was much interested in your escape 
from the prison life that threatened you, and of 
which the thought made him shudder, as if it was 
scarcely a reality that he himseif was free from 
chains and dungeons. He is now very anxious 
to see his son, Philippe, whom he speaks of with 
much love and tenderness. I told him it was both 
difficult and dangerous to make enquiry about 
Philippe, as it might only lead to his being pursued; 
but that the arrival of vessels might be watched. 
Keep what I now tell you a secret. It is likely that 
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Prince William may be called to the English throne. 
(This is not to be spoken of, remember.) The con- 
duct of James II. is giving great dissatisfaction in 
England. He is treating the Protestants very 
harshly : appointing Roman Catholics to every post 
of distinction and responsibility, and tuming Pro- 
testants adrift, to make room for his favourites. 
William's wife, you are aware, is heir to the throne. 
Ireland, too, is much aggrieved. Persecution there 
promises to be very dreadful. James is closely fol- 
lowing the example of Louis XIV. In faet the 
Jesuits have these two kings completely under their 
Control. I tell you, Henri, as a secret, that Prince 
William's army will soon rank high. Glorious 
deeds, I hope and trust, will soon be achieved for 
the good of the world at large, so that I wish you 
joy in your prospect of fighting for the good cause — 
the cause of Bible religion, the cause of freedom, 
both spiritual and temporal. Now that I have told 
you all, are you not a little raised in your humble 
opinion of yourself ; a lieutenant in a cavalry regi- 
ment, with good pay ; the son of the noble Count 
de Paré ; in receipt of a handsome annuity ; (which 
annuity your father says is safe ;) is a young man 
in a position to solicit the hånd of Marie de Prideaux, 
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whose fortune of .gé^ao^cxx) may add to his com- 
forts/' 

Henri was in an ecstacy, and his feeling of gra- 
titude was so great that he stood up and embraced 
M. Prideaux warmly. They soon arrived, and the 
day was pleasantly spent in relating all that bappened 
to each and all. A mutual understanding soon 
took place hetween Henri and Marie. Confessing 
to each other their mutual love and esteem — they 
were affianced, the marriage to take place when 
matters could be arranged for their future comfort, 
and when they had endeavoured to discover the 
whereabouts of Philippe and of Bertha. 

Henri went to Amsterdam to see his father, 
bringing a letter of introduction to the Prince of 
Orange from M. Prideaux. His father's appearance of 
health and strength, considering his age, astonished 
Henri, particularly when he called to remembrance 
the State of weakness and almost decrepitude in 
which he last saw him. It is easier to conceive 
than to describe the happiness that father and son 
enjoyed in learning to love and appreciate each other, 
after the cruel and unnatural separation man had 
inflicted oh them, without any ofience on their part, 
but merely because they dared to take Grod^s Word 
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as their guide to heaven. Philippe was now the one 
object of the old Count's solicitude — "Would 
Philippe remember him ? Would he recognize him ' 
or love him?'^ These thoughts pressed upon his 
mind. " It would make me young again/' he said^ 
" could I but see my little playfellow of years gonc 
by, loving me as he loved me tben/' 
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CHAPTER XI. 



T is time to trace the wanderings of Philippe, 
after Henri had parted with him, from 
which time it was impossible for them to correspond. 
When Philippe and Henri had parted at the seaside, 
Philippe went to a friend's house, whose property lay 
adjoining his. There he remained for some time, 
as he wished to be absent from Paris as much as 
possible, until he was ready for flight. The gentle- 
man at whose house he was visiting was a very wealthy 
man; and as Philippe had determined to leave 
France, he sold to him his valuable estate, which 
realized a Jarge sum. Philippe thought it a wise 
plan to effect this sale, as confiscation of his property 
would certainly take place, when his having left the 
country was discovered. It being the interest of the 
gentleman to whom he sold the property not to 
reveal the movements of Philippe, he assisted him 
in his arrangements for flight. At his desire be 
purchased for him the dress of an elderly man of 
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humble rank, with a very grey wig and beard. 
Philippe then disguised himself as a boatman^ and 
sailed down the river Oise into the Seine as a 
rower or oarsman. He thought it not prudent to 
go back to his lodgings to take away any of his 
property, lest he might be observed and traced. After 
many changes of route he arrived safely at a seaport. 
While on his way he heard of the dreadful mas- 
sacres that were taking place throughout France, 
>vhich made him more anxious to get away quickly. 
In Paris he felt himself a friendless, isolated being — 
a doomed man — under a surveillance much to be 
dreaded. On examining the shipping, he met with a 
sea Captain, who promised to take him as far as 
Ostend, concealing him if possible. As there were 
spies, as well as the king's troops, watching the Ves- 
sels leaving the different harbours on the coast, lest 
Huguenots might take refuge in any of them, it was 
settled by the captain, that Philippe should get into 
a large barrel, and sufFer himself to be nailed down, 
holes being made to admit air. He went then to 
the hotel to remain there until the captain called for 
him. While sitting in a private room he had been 
ushered into, a waiter came in with a dumb boy, 
saying to Philippe — "Please, will you let this boy 
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remain here, until his caretaker returns. The boy 
is deaf and dumb, and I fear he may be roughly 
pushed about below/' Philippe kindly gave consent. 
The boy sat down, looking haggard — overworked; 
his clothes were scanty and tattered, and his whole 
appearance betokened misery and sufFering. 

Philippe looked at him with great compassion^ 
and wished he could alleviate the sufFerings which 
his appearance indicated he was undergoing. But 
how to sympathise with the lad he was at a loss. 
He tried to attrået his attention in every way he 
could invent. Still hc remained motionless^ even 
his eyes never turned in any direction, as if they 
noticed him or surrounding objects. If, thought 
Philippe, I could amuse him through the sense of 
seeing. He put his hånd in his pocket for some 
object of vision. He took out the picture Henri had 
given him of Bertha and himself. He drew near to 
the boy, with the picture-case open. The lad glanced 
quickly at the picture, and shrieked aloud. The 
string of his tongue seemed miraculously loosened, 
as he cried out with much excitemeiit — 

"Where did you get that, sir. Where is my 
brother Henri? Who gave you my likeness? If 
you have any pity or feding answer me.^' 
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Philippe, with wondering eyes, looked at the being 
before him intendy Suddenly he saw that every 
feature resembled the respective features of the pie- 
ture he held in his hånd. 

" Bertha Montaban ! " he exclaimed. 

" Oh ! what shall I do ? I am discovered. Oh ! 
^»rhoever you are, do not betray me. Where is my 
brother Henri?'' 

"Do not be alarmed, dearest girl, my own Henri's 
sister. Trust in me. I know Henri. He gave me 
this portrait before he left Paris for home, and I 
never heard of him or from him since.'' 

"Oh! then he must have been slaughtered like 
the rest. Can you be that Philippe of whom he 
spoke so lovingly ? No, you cannot ; Philippe was 
not as old as you are j he was a fine young man.'' 

Philippe could scarcely repress a smile. 

"I am Philippe," he said. "Let me be your 
friend, and aet the part of a brother towards you, for 
the sake of Henri, so dear to us both. Where are 
you going?" 

"I am under the care of an old friend of my 
father's, M. Vemier, who left me here until he 
settles matters with a ship-captain, who is to take us 
on board late this evening. I believe he intends 
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concealing us in barrels, in order to elude the spies 
or detectives/' 

^^ I am going in the same ship, I think, and I now 
hope." 

" I was ordered not to speak to anyone, but your 
picture has made me forget I had a life to pre- 
serve." 

"May I take the liberty of asking you the cause 
of your flight? I heard so much of your family 
from Henri, that I am surprised at seeing you 
thus. I fear some misfortune must have occurred 
to you and yours/' 

" Oh, oh ! it is a sad tale — too sad to relate. I 
have not one left. I only am alive to tell the tale 
— the dreadful, the horrible tale. All, all gone — 
murdered, slaughtered/^ 

Philippe shuddered, and felt so shocked, that for 
some time he remained silent. 

" And Henri ! " he suddenly exclaimed. ^^ Is my 
dear Henri gone? Shall I never see my Henri 
again ? ^' 

"Henri disappeared I know not how or where. 
You can now realize why the dumb spake on seeing 
a stranger with that picture. Why she hoped 
against hope, that the stranger might know aught of 
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HenrPs fate. The fate of all my other loved ones is 
sealed. The uncertainty respecting my own dear 
Henri presses on my heart. Even in my dreams, 
for my slumbers now are not peaceful Lethean 
slumbers of old, my slumbers are but dreams — 
horrible dreams — so horrible, that I feel it a mercy 
to awake, even to the dull reality of my woe/' 

Philippe remained again silent for some time. 
The particulars respecting the violent death her 
friends met with, he dared not ask the poor stricken 
girl. He then thought he might raise her hopes 
about Henri, as there was no certainty he had been 
put to death. She was sitting near a table, with 
her head bent, and her hånd covering her face. 
Philippe addressed Bertha, saying — 

"You have grounds for hoping that Henri has 
escaped being massacred. If he were only im- 
prisoned to make him recant, some exertion can be 
made to procure his release. I will spare no trouble 
or expense to find out all concerning him. Re- 
member, Henri could not communicate with you, 
even if he had escaped all evil, not knowing where 
you are. Leave the finding of Henri to me, and I 
promise you shall hear the result of my enquiries.'^ 

"I thank you very much/^ said Bertha, raising 



Digitized 



by Google 



13a Philippe. 

her expressive eyes full on Philippe's face; ''what 
you say has comforted me very much already, as I 
well know your love and esteem for Henri, dear 
good Henri/' 

" If once you were safely out of French territory, 
we might look forward to a pleasanter future, in 
lands free from oppression and bigotry. AUow me 
to prognosticate a happier future both for you and 
Henri ; believe me, there are joys to come for you 
both, so you must cheer up, and hope for the hest/' 

She clasped her hånds, and with a gush of tears 

flowing down her face, she said, as if from her very 

heart — 

" Alas ! the chord of joy is broken, 

That once was wont to thrill with glee^ 
Waking the soul to ecstacy ; 
E'en when one rapturous word was spoken. 

" But since the woes of life did break it. 
In vain, in vain, with mirth and song, 
You woo it into unison ; 
No earthly sound can now awake it. 

** Then, dearest friend, no more endeavour 
To bid it thrill with wonted fire; 
Say, can you tune the unstrung lyre. 
Or sound the broken harp string? — Never!" 

'^Bertha, pray excuse me. Bertha, is it right to 
be so desponding ? Is it right to be unthankful to 
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trod for blessings that are still ours ? and is it right 
to mistrust Him for the future ? *' 

" 'Tis true, my Henri's friend ; I will look up — I 
will seek for resignation from above." 

" 1*11 chase away those teais that start, 
When sorrowing thoughts steal o*er the heart ; 
When memory opes her cell of woe, 
And bids me feel this sickening throe. 
These rebel sighs offend my God ; 
Then kiss, my soul, His chastening rod; 
Drink, drink the cup the Lord has given. 
Nor murmur at the will of heaven." 

Again did Philippe gaze silently at the afflicted 
young girl before him. A boy's coat was belted 
round her, with short trowsers that did not reach 
far below the knee, so much of them were tom away 
by bushes. Her feet were only partially covered with 
old stockings, and the remnants of shoes that were 
kept on by strings. The skin of her face was 
almost mahogany colour. An old battered hat 
covered her shom head, yet the beauty of her 
chiselled features no disguise could hi de. 

'' What weariness,^' thought Philippe, '^ she must 
have endured, with scarcely the necessaries of life to 
sustain her. I would I had a right to press her to 
my heart, and comfort her through life and death. 



Digitized 



by Google 



134 Philippe. 

I have so often looked — and loved to look — at her 
sweet countenance in that picture, that new, when I 
see her so overwhelmed with suffering, my heart 
yearns over her with more than pity, so that I could, 
give up all I possess to see her once more the 
bright, the smiling, the beautiful Bertha of my 
picture. I will not leave her until she is restored to 
friends. She shall be my care. My purse, if neces- 
sary, shall supply her wants. If I could only hope 
to gain her affections, she shall be my wife. Vain 
hopes! Foolish mani Am I forgetting where I 
am, and what I am. A fugitive from the hated soil 
of France ! (I blush to say of France, my country.) 
Romanized France 1 Enslaved France ! *' 

While these thoughts were passing through his 
mind, the waiter re-entered, and made a sign for 
Bertha to foUow him. Philippe asked who it was 
that had called for the boy 5 and when told it was 
his caretaker, he sent a message to request he would 
occupy the same room that the boy was now in. 
The waiter withdrew, and M. Veniier entered. To 
Monsieur Vemier^s surprise, Bertha spoke, and 
introduced Philippe as the friend he had so often 
Jxeard Henri speak of — Monsieur de Paré. The two 
gentlemen then went towards the window, to con- 
sult how they could best serve Miss Montaban. 
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Philippe heard all particulars from M. Vemier 
conceming the massacre of the whole family, except 
Henri, of whose fate he was still ignorant. Philippe 
no longer wondered at her look of wretchedness. 
M. Vernier also related the many trials they had 
endured on the toilsome journey they had made, 
during which relation he spoke highly of Bertha^s 
heroism, of her self-abnegation, her unwearied 
patience mider all the privations she had suffered. 

^'Our troubles are not y et over, I fear/' said M. 
Vemier; *^there are spies watching to pounce on 
the wretched, the miserable outcasts that are running 
away for life and liberty. One captain has promised 
to secret us in barreis this night/^ 

Philippe told M. Verner all concerning himself, 
how he, also, was trying to escape, having had a 
promise from the same captain to take him on board 
that night. ^^ As the friend of Henri, you will have 
no objection to look on me as your friend, and Miss 
Montaban^s. My purse and my assistance, in any 
emergency, you can command. We had better 
order refreshments, and await in hope of the cap- 
tain's call/* 

At the appointed time, a weather-beaten looking 
man came, and kindly told them to follow him 
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quickly at a Httle distance. The three fugitive Hu- 
guenots foUowed him in silence. To each of theni 
he had given something to cariy, that if observed 
going on board, they might appear to be porters. 
To Philippe he gave a hamper, apparently full, to be 
carried on his shoulders. On M. Vemier's back he 
raised a full bag, and to our dumb boy he gave a 
large paper parcel. Thus loaded, according to the 
captain^s orders, which should be obeyed, they went 
on board without awakening suspicion, that they 
were aught but what they seemed. When they 
went down to the hold of the vessel, each person 
was carefully placed in an empty cask, in which 
holes had been previously made ; strict orders were 
given them to be patient and silent should the 
barreis be shaken. 

The covers were then nailed down. The vessel 
sailed shortly after; but she had not made much 
way before she was met by a Government ship that 
was cruising about in hopes of capturing Huguenot 
fugitives, whose punishment for trying to leave the 
country was the galleys for life. The captain of 
the trading vessel was obliged to submit to his ship 
being searched. The barrel prisoners were in much 
trepidation, hearing the noise and feeling the move- 
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ment of the barrels. However, to the relief of all, the 
officer left the vessel, convinced that all was right; 
and on she sailed, the gallant ship, on .the bosom 
of the broad Atlantic, bearing the suffering brave 
ones, who dared to do or die — who were willing to 
give up life, property, freedom, and all that made 
life dear, sooner than give up the Bible, and unite 
with the enemies of Gospel truth and light. When 
the ship was no longer in danger of French inter- 
ference or supervision, the barrels were opened, and 
the three exiles taken out to enjoy liberty and fresh 
air. Poor Bertha looked much shattered and scarcely 
able to stand. She requested M. Vernier to order 
a bucket of sea water for a bath, and to permit her 
to lie down to rest. After enjoying the luxury of 
a bath, Bertha lay down to rest, and fell into a deep 
sleep, more like a trance, a lethargy, than a sleep, 
it was so heavy, so motionless, no noise seeming 
to disturb it. '' Poor child,'' said M. Vernier, when 
the attendant told him how she slept, " her mind 
is at last in peace. Never, M. le Comte, has that 
girl really slept since she left her home, for the 
fitful, wakeful rest she sometimes took, clinging to 
the branches of trees, or lying on the ground, fearful 
of being caught when napping, could scarcely be 
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called either sleep or rest; and all this she bore 
without a murmur« The greatest grievance she 
complained of was, that I had so little rest or com- 
fort. Indeed I must say, instead of being a burden 
to me, she was my help and my comforter. We 
must be careful not to awake her, even if she sleeps • 
day and night. Sleep is Nature's good physician — 
' naturels sweet restorer/ '* 

Philippe, having taken ofF all disguise, appeared 
on deck in his accustomed gentlemanly attire, his 
hair quite dark. M. Vemier could scarcely believe 
that the young and finely-formed man that stood 
before him was the same venerable- looking person 
that had been lately pulled out of the barrel like a 
shapeless mass, with all the outlandish garments he 
had shrouded himself in. M. Vernier retired to rest, 
for he, like Bertha, was much shattered from fatigue. 
Philippe sat down alone to ponder over the past, and 
to think of the future. " I am now free,^' he said ; 
" delightful feeling ! Free to aet as I please ! May 
I also be made free in Christ — free from the bondage 
of sin and Satan.^' And Philippe knelt and prayed 
that he might be a child of God — the follower of 
Jesus, whatever his future lot in life might be. Agaiti 
he paused in thought. At length he said, moumfully; 
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'^ I am a lonely being. I have no one to care for. 
No one to care for me. I have no father, no 
mother, no brother, sister, wife, or child. No friend 
even, if Henri be gone, as it is dreaded. How 
selfish to live for one's self alone ! It makes me sad 
to think I have no tie of love or friendship/' 

Oh I who, without some kindred tie, would roaxn 

Through this bleak world, to live for self alone ? 

Tis love that reconciles the soul to stay 

So long in this frail tenement of clay. 

But for those loved ones it would leave behind, 

Oft would it long some happier home to find. 

Oh ! 'tis those cherish'd fond ones here below, 

Whose bright smiles gladden e 'en this vale of woc 

Stoics may call it wisdom to despise 

Those softer joys that hearts of feeling prize ; 

But say — can their philosophy bestow 

Purer delights than from affection flow ? 

The Captain, whose ship was bound for England, 
bbliged the fugitives by going as far as Ostend. 
Philippe was wise enough not to go to England 
while James II. swayed the sceptre. M. Vemier 
was guided by his judgment, so they were both well 
pleased when the captain consented to bring them 
as far as Ostend. When the vessel was near her 
destination, Bertha was with difEculty aroused. It 
was not in her power to make any change in her 
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apparel. The staining of her face was partially 
removed by the bath, which added to her curions 
appearance. She had just walked out of the ship to 
the quay or landing-place, when her eyes rested 
on Henri, who had come, accompanied by M. 
Prideaux, to see if the ship had brought any destitute 
Huguenots who required assistance. The moment 
Bertha recognised Henri she hastened towards him. 
"Henri! my Henri!*' she said, and fainted, with 
her head drooped upon his shoulder. He supported 
her, thinking the lad made some mistake. M. 
Prideaux bathed her forehead, and gave her wine. 
Recovering, and opening her eyes, she again said, 
"Henri! Henri!'' 

The tone of her voice and the expression of her 
eye revealed to him his long-Iost Bertha. Fondly 
he embraced her, telling M. Prideaux who she was. 
Philippe now came forward when he perceived to 
whom Bertha had fled. His joy was only surpassed 
by Bertha's. To meet the only one in the world 
that loved him, just as he was lamenting his isolated 
State, transported him with delight The meeting 
between Henri and his early friend and neighbour, 
M. Vernier, caused mutual pleasure. The whole 
party assembled at the hospitable home of Monsieur 
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Prideaux, and were received affectionately by Marie, 
who felt warmly disposed towards her guests, hearing 
so much of them from Henri. Refreshments were 
ready, and all sat down without ceremony, as it 
was determined tbey should not fatigue themselves 
making any change in their travelling costume. 
Bertha could scarcely believe that all around her was 
real. Her eyes gazed on one and on another, as if 
they never could weary taking in the happy group. 
Intently she surveyed Philippe, him whom Henri 
called Philippe, seeking to identify him with the 
Philippe she had travelled with. How could that 
very handsome man — that fine, soldier-like figure, 
with martial mien, be the same person as the 
grey-headed, ungainly-looking old man who had her 
picture. While she was thus looking earnestly at 
Philippe, his eyes met hers, and with a smile he 
came over and inquired how she was. 

" Excuse me,^' she said, ^^ I cannot help staring at 
yoii, rudely, I fear, you are so metamorphosed. 
What wonders are coming to pass ! Can it be all 
reality ? When I look at you all seems visionary." 

''Now, Miss Montaban, you and I can sympa- 
thize in one great joy that is no dream. You have 
Henri! and I have Henri! By what you say of 



Digitized 



by Google 



I4JZ Philippe. 

me I must have disguised myself very cleverly. I 
wonder shall I be able to recognize you when you 
change your plumage; but remember, I have a 
shadowy form of you in my pocket. Believe me, 
I have made a silent acquaintanceship with it before 
now, and I long to see you look like this portrait I 
have so often gazed on with more than admiration/' 

^^ I know not why Henri gave you my likeness." 

'^Simply, Miss Montaban, because he had no 
other way of giving me his own. May I hope that 
you have no objection to leave with me what I 
value so much?'^ 

'^ I feel much gratified and highly complimented 
by your valuing it in the least. Pray allow me to 
express to you my gratitude for the kindness you 
evinced for me when you discovered who I was." 

Marie retired early for Bertha's sake. When she 
had supplied her with every requisite she bade her 
good-night, saying, '^ I will not speak much to' you 
to-night, as I think a quiet sleep will render you 
more fit for conversation to-morrow, when I will tell 
you how dear you are, and why you are so dear to me/^ 

The gentlemen sat a long time by the fireside — 
they had so much to communicate to each other. 
It was morning dawn before they parted, so* much 
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each had to relate, so absorbing was the interest of 
each and all. Each had a long, sad story to tell, 
with a joyful denouement. What a wonderful and 
joyful winding-up of all the trials each had suffered, 
thus to meet again in love and friendship. To this 
mercy M. Prideaux called their attention, and kneel- 
ing down, he ask ed them to join in thanksgiving for 
their preservation and happy meeting. How afiect- 
ing to Henri was M. Vernier's account of all Bertha 
had endured, not only in bodily suffering, but what 
she had mentally undergone — leaving all she loved 
on earth brutally slaughtered in her bereaved home. 
Henriks story of his own trials astonished Philippe; 
and though our self-convicted Henri represented him- 
self as the most heinous of offenders, yet Philippe 
thought there was none so worthy, so estimable as 
his own Henri. Henri left for the last the tidings 
of the Count de Paré. As Philippe embraced him 
as soon as he had related all the trials he had 
suffered, Henri pressed him closely to his heart, ex- 
claiming, "Philippe! my brother! my own, own 
brother ! Yes, Philippe, I am in earnest. You and 
I are both sons of thé old Count, our father, whbm 
you remember in early youth. Do you not ? ^' 
^^Remember father! I remember my own lost. 
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cherished father as well as I remember you. His 
fond love for me can never be forgotten. In my 
mind's eye I now think I see him, with his loving 
smile. Oh! how I have lamented him during my 
life ! But what proofs have you, Henri, that you are 
his son ? I know, certainly, that my father had a 
second wife; but, Henri, you always told me you 
were the son of M. Montaban/^ 

'^ Philippe, do you remember your stepmother }'' 

" I do, well. She was always kind to me.'' 

Henri then took from his pocket the portrait of 
his own mother, and, showing it to Philippe, said, 
'^ Is that like her, do you think ? ** 

"It is. I recognize the resemblance, and even 
the style of dress." 

" Now," said Henri, read these papers and they 
will explain all to you.'' 

That Philippe was really delighted to find Henri 
his brother we need not question. 

" Is it not singular, Henri, how you and I were 
drawn together in brotherly love, without the most 
distant idea of any consanguinity existing between 
us ? How often I have told you that you resembled 
my father ! and your likeness to him I thought very 
Strange and unaccountable." 
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'' Philippe, you never had any certainty of the fate 
of your poor father/^ 

'^No; but you perceive my step-mother believed 
the report of his having been murdered; and the 
man that kidnapped me said that the two men I saw 
were murdering my father/^ 

" All this is not certainty, he may yet be alive, he 
may have been only imprisoned/' 

"The probability of his being yet alive never 
occurred to me. I cannot hope against hope. To 
think he may be alive is more harrowing to my feel- 
ings than the certainty of his death/^ 

" It is not harrowing now, as we know that the 
Count de Paré is still alive/^ 

"What! Do you mean to affirm that my dear 
father is alive ? Ah ! do not sport with my feelings/' 

'^He is alive and well, my Philippe; I dined with 
him a few days since. I feared to break it to you 
too suddenly. To-morrow you and I will go see 
him ; though perhaps I ought to go alone, gradually 
to announce to him the good news of your arrival ; 
for his mind has been so intensely anxious, hoping, 
wishing, seeking for some tidings respecting his 
little play-fellow, as he calls you. He is in Holland, 
with the Prince of Orange, who highly appreciates 
his worth, and courts his society.^' 
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Philippe was quite overwhelraed with the strong 
emotion, often experienced when an unexpected joy 
is suddenly realised. When he was calmed down 
into the real pleasurable feelings that all was true, 
and that he had still a loving father, he listened to 
the account of his dreadful suifering, for so many 
years, with rapt attention. To say how much his 
trials grieved him is impossible. His tears ran fast 
while he listened to the story, though Henri spared 
him by not telling more than was necessary, as the 
past was now irrevocable, be it ever so sad. 

"Oh! those Jesuits,^' said Philippe; "whatmisery 
have their deep plots caused among men. How 
much has that wicked man, Ignatius Loyola, to 
answer for; but he served his own master well. 
His code of laws — the transcript of a satanic mind 
— proves his zeal in the cause of him whose slave he 
was, and whose allegiance he owned. Never will it 
be known what miseries, what unheard of woes, the 
working of that infernal system has entailed on man, 
until the great day of retribution, when the graves, 
the prisons, the dungeons, and the sea shall give up 
their dead. And when those dead shall stand, small 
and great — ^the Jesuits and their victims — the mur- 
derer and the murdered — the persecutors and the 
persecuted — before the white throne of the Holy One 
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— the Omniscient — the Omnipotent Jehovah — ^to be 
judged according to their works, and to be allotted 
through etemity each to the service of the master 
that those works prove they served in time/^ 

M. Prideaux reminded his guests of the lateness 
of the hour ; and after refreshing them with a light 
supper^ he requested them to go to rest, and not to 
get up until Morpheus had of his own good-will 
unclasped his somniferous embrace. 

The next day Philippe and Henri went to Amster- 
dam^ and remained some days with their father. 
We will not attempt to describe the joyful meeting 
that took place after Henri had prepared the Count 
to receive his son so long separated from him. The 
father and his two sons had much to relate to each 
other concerning the years wherein they were so 
unnaturally separated. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



And deeds and darings which have moved the world 
Haply were cradled in matemal smiles, 
Or leamt their glory from a mother's lip. 

R. MONTGOMERY. 



n*@« ERTHA was not disturbed until she rang her 
lii>CTJ bell, when Marie came and remained with 
her. During three or four days Bertha kept her 
room. From Marie she heard all particulars about 
her friends. Her astonishment was great to find 
that Henri was not her brother. Marie was endeared 
to her as the future wife of Henri, he whom she 
must regard with the same sisterly affection as ever. 
M. Vernier requested an interview with Bertha, to 
whom he handed <^8oo that he had found in her 
father^s desk, in a secret drawer, where he knew M. 
Montaban had money concealed, the times being so 
unsettled. Bertha pressed him much to take half 
for himself, which he refused. He assured her he 
had brought with him what he had hoarded for his 
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6wn daughter, which wquld supply all his need for 
the remainder of his solitary life. She thanked him 
for his great care of her, and expFessed a hope that 
they might live near^ or with each other, as she 
would always consider it a du ty as well as a pleasure 
to serve him as a daughter. 

Marie purchased handsome mouming for Bertha, 
with every necessary she required to complete her 
wardrobe. 

M. Vemier told Bertha how to remove the stains 
of the dye from her skin, so that in a few days 
Bertha was enabled to join the donjestic circle, She 
was obliged to wear some becoming head-dress until 
her hair had grown. 

Marie was delighted with the society of Bertha, 
the two girls becoming sisterly in affection, Marie 
told Bertha how she also had lost her mother when 
she was only ten years old. 

" Do you remember her well enough to feel deeply 
your bereavement ? *' said Bertha, mournfully. 

"Bertha dear, I will not dwell on my loss. I 
would only lacerate your wounded heart. I will 
merely show you two poems that my father gave me 
to keep for her sake. She was much attached to 
my brother Louis and to me, and, mother-like, she 
feared we might miss her fond love and care/' 

L 
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If to ImmannePs land, 
God summon me away; 

If His loved voice command, 
Why linger still to stay? 

What nntold bliss is there, 
What sin and suifering here ; 

Joys bright without a care, 
Love'^s smile withont its tear. 

Alas ! my heart 's a home 
For many a fond one here ; 

An ark I to which they come 
When all around is drear. 

While with such tendril dasp, 
My fair ones round me twine ; 

'Tis hard to rend the grasp, 
And bid them drooping pine. 

Thus nature pleads and feels, 
But grace makes His will mine. 

And faith a friend reveals, 
Whose love is love divine. 



" I will now read for you the second poem my 
dear mother wrote. You cannot think how I value 
these two poems. In them the dear departed holds 
converse with her motherless child.^^ 

THE MOTION OF THE SPHERES. 

'Tis harmony ! 'Tis music all I 

The motion of the spheres ! 
That bade them thus in concert roll, 

Wisdom itself appears. 
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May every heart that 's linked to mine, 

Be centred Lord in Thee ; 
And thus in unison divine, 

One changeless law obey. 

Oh * draw by love*s attractive force, 

Each from its wayward way ; 
And fix all in a steady course, 

Onwards to follow Thee. 

Proclaiming still Thy power divine. 

And in Thy lustre bright ; 
As lamps in this dark world to shine, 

Enlighten'd by Thy light. 

Though scatter'd wide from pole to pole, 

Yet still to Thee inclined ; 
May each of one harmonious whole. 

Fulfil the part assign'd. 

Oh ! yes, of one harmonious whole ; 

For as around the sun, 
Though numerous be the stars that roll, 

The system is but one. 

Thus one *s the building Jesus owns, 

He the etemal base, 
Though countless be the living stones 

Imbedded in by grace. 

Bertha joined the family party the evening that 
Philippe and Henri were expected to return. The 
miserable dumb boy was now changed (not only by 
change of dress, but by the appeararite of health and 
comparåtive peace and happiness,) into a lovely 
woman — indeed a very beautiful woman. Bertha 
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was standing at the drawing-room window when the 
two brothers entered. She came forward to receive 
them with a welcome both friendly and cordial. 

'^ I cannot/* she said, '* express to you both how 
glad I feel that you have found a long-lost father 
and brother, and that prosperity awaits your future/' 

We may conceive how Philippe looked at the 
cidevant dumb boy, He at once acknowledged to 
himseif that Bertha was as handsome as her 
portrait had represented her, if not more so, her 
amiable and bright expression adding much to the 
mere outline of beauty. He thanked her for her 
kind sympathy in their present happiness. 

^^And now/* said he laughingly, "you must 
allow me the same privilege you took with me, when 
I doffed all my borrowed ornaments. I must gaze 
you through and through until I am fully convinced 
that you, Bertha Montaban, and the dumb boy are 
one. One thing I am convinced of, that my picture 
is the true likeness of the charming and lovely 
woman I now have the pleasure of addressing. 
When I received this portrait from Henri, I made 
this remark, that it was the portrait of a noble 
woman, and a noble woman you have proved your- 
self to be." 
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" Monsieur de Paré," said Bertha, playfuUy, " you 
flatter so much that I will not promise to stand 
quietly to give you ocular demonstration of my 
identity. Do, pray, seek some other proof. I will re- 
fer you to my brother Henri. Oh ! dear Henri, 
am I no longer to call you brother ? " 

"My beloved sister, is there any brother ever 
loved, or does love, a sister better than I love you ? 
Call me brother — cherish me as a brother — and in 
my Marie you will find not only a sister, but a con- 
genial spirit.'* 

Turning towards Philippe, she perceived he was 
still looking at her likeness. He raised his head,^ 
and meeting her glance, he said — " Miss Montaban, 
your brother gave me this portrait. Pray listen to 
me! I will wear it here near my heart, until you 
forbid me to do so." 

" Monsieur de Paré, I appreciate the high compli- 
ment you pay me, too much to forbid you ; and I 
confess it gives me real pleasure to be in the least 
valued by so inestimable a person — as—*' blushingly 
she faltered, ^' as Henri says, you are/^ 

Henri took Bertha's hånd, saying — "Philippe, I 
perceive you love Bertha* Give me your hånd, and 
let me, joining it with hers, betroth you to each 
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other. I could not wish my sister a husband more 
worthy of her, nor my brother a wife more suited to 
make him happy/' 

'*Willingly I yield both heart and hånd; I only 
tremble lest I may plead in vain for Bertha's love." 

Bertha only pressed his hånd in answer. Tuming 
in tears to Henri, she said — "Henri, how can my 
wounded heart dåre to think of such a change ? I 
fear I should only make sad the being that I ought 
to gladden with my presence/' 

'^Bertha, say you will be mine, and I will await 
your pleasure, and make it the business of my life to 
comfort you by sympathy and affection." 

She raised the hånd she held in hers, and kissed 
it. 

Philippe in an ecstacy of bliss drew his Bertha to 
him, in a fond embrace. Turning to Henri, he said — 
'* I thank you ; you have saved me much suspense 
and anxiety in bringing Bertha and me to a mutual 
acknowledgment of our affection for each other. I 
must say I have already experienced the comfort of 
having p. brother in the hour of need.^' 

More of the party now entering the drawing-room, 
conversation became general. Philippe described 
the meeting he had with his father to M. Prideaux, 
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and his astonishment at findtng him (now seventy- 
four) so hale and strong. 

'' He must,*' said Henri, " have been a powerfuUy 
strong man by nature, not to have sunk more from 
the dreadful treatment he had been subjected to for 
many years. What think you ? He has offered his 
services to Prince William, offering to aet as general 
to part of his army. The Prince, duly appreciating 
his knowledge of military tactics, his martial bearing, 
and his well-known bravery, has gladly accepted his 
ofFer/^ 

In a few weeks the whole of our Huguenot party 
left Ostend to reside in Amsterdam. 

M. Prideaux, his son and daughter, with Bertha, 
were soon settled in a very handsome residence, 
which was to be Henriks home after the marriage 
had taken place. M. Vernier, Philippe, and Henri 
went to live with the old Count de Paré. Great 
preparations were now making for the wedding, 
which was to be a splendid affair. Many distin- 
guished guests were expected; among whom was 
William, Prince of Orange and Stadtholder of Hol- 
land, who had promised to accompany his General 
the Count de Paré. Bertha requested Henri to 
apologize to Marie for her non-appearance at the 



Digitized 



by Google 



156 Philippe. 

wedding ; Marie, she felt certain, would understand 
her reluctance to appear in public. The more Bertha 
studied the character of Philippe the more she 
esteemed and loved him. She felt she was acting 
cruclly in denying him the comfort of a wife, to 
superintend not only his own home, but that of his 
revered father j and that she was perhaps too selfish 
in not consenting to the marriage taking place at 
once. He came to visit her every day, and some- 
times when bidding her farewell, he looked very 
sad. 

A few weeks after Henri's wedding, he was re- 
marking how happy Henri seemed with his nice 
little wife, and what a comfort she must be to him 
after all he sufFered. Bertha remained silent for some 
time, then raising her eyes to Philippe, she agitatedly 
said, ^'Philippe, I am yours whenever you like; I 
have been too selfish ; I will endeavour to study your 
happiness and that of your father. But pray do not 
ask ifie to have a public wedding; private, very 
private, I would prefer.'' Philippe was delighted to 
gain a consent he feared to solicit. He expressed 
his deep sense of her willingness to promote his 
happiness t<rithotit delay. Bertha soon after repaifed 
to his father^s house accompanied by Henri and 



Digitized 



by Google 



Philippe. 157 

Marie, when all matters were arranged and the day 
appointed ; and there, in the presence of the Count 
de] Paré and M. Vernier, the marriage service was 
privately performed by a Huguenot pastor. The old 
Count cordially received her as the wife of his son, 
and the honoured mistress of his home. Bertha 
and Philippe were not disappointed in each other; 
they were to each other help-meet as well as help- 
mate. M. Vernier was requested to remain with 
them for life. However, he preferred living near 
Bertha in a house of his own ; so that Bertha was 
able, in many ways, to supply to him the place of 
his lost child, and thus to evince the gratitude she 
felt for her protector throughout almost insur- 
mountable difEculties. The two families, now so 
happily situated, enjoyed the society and friendship 
of each other for many days in peace and quietness, 
On one occasion our Huguenot party were enjoy- 
ing the cool breezes, the gentle zephyrs of a sum- 
meres evening ; seated in a pleasaut arbour, with a 
parterre of rich and lovely flowers blooming before 
them in all their sweetness, they enjoyed the 
beauties of Nature that surrounded them. The 
glorious Sun settmg just before them, radiating in 
wondrous brightness, as it were streams of gold. 
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through the tracery of the verdant trees ; and then 
his mysterious exit, dropping so suddenly behind 
the hill, to rise in renewed brilliancy and splendour, 
to renovate and gladden the hornes of distant lands. 
And then, the radiant sky he left behind ! glowing 
with such roseate hues, and inundated, as it were, 
with waves of burnished gold ; yet, stealing slowly 
on, glided dark rich clouds, soft like eider down, 
seeming as if drawn round like a curtain by some 
unseen hånd, until one dark-blue night-cloud partly 
draped the scene, so pleasingly, as to give to hill 
and vale a softness, a beauty indescribable, rendered 
still more beautiful by its contrast with the brilliancy 
of sunset hues. While enjoying " in sweet con- 
verse'' this charming scene, one among the assem- 
bled group suggested that each should select the 
flower they would like to be their own emblem ; or 
the flower they looked upon as an emblem of some 
one present, and explain why. 

" A Rose is the emblem of my Bertha," said 
Philippe. "She, like the Rose, is the queen of 
beauty, charming the beholder, gladdening the 
senses, and shedding the fragrance of her sweetness 
around the circle she centres. Conscious of the 
sin-thom within, she, like the Rose, looks upwards 
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to her sun, (the Sun of Righteousness,) that she 
may reflect His beauties, and thus adom the spot of 
earth she dwells in/' 

" The Lily is an emblem of Marie/^ said Henri. 
'^ Marie personifies humility. Yes, like the Lily, 
lowly, she graces the path assigned to her : seeking 
the admiration of none, yet winning the admiration 
of all, her near acquaintance most; for them, she 
sheds her sweetest perfume/^ 

'^ My Philippe^s emblem shall be a Tree," said 
Bertha. '' A noble tree, aspiring upwards, onwards 
to glory ! yet doing good to all around, to all beneath. 
Refreshing the weary, nestling, fondling the young, 
the tender, supporting the weak, and bearing fruit 
to the praise of his Creator." 

Philippe looked his thanks for Bertha^s appreci- 
ation of him. 

'^Ivy I will select for Henri's emblem,^^ said 
Marie. '^ A tried friend, a true friend, is my Henri, 
clinging closely to the friend of his youth. Rooted 
in his heart, he lives to serve him, to grace and 
comfort him. Still, still, he clings ; even when age 
and want of strength has shattered, has ruined his 
earliest friend, still, still will he cling, sheltering his 
old age, and bidding it smile, even in death.^' 
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'^ And I/* said Louis. '^ Unfortunate fellow that I 
am, I have not one to choose an emblem for me. No 
one can see a single charm in poor Louis. Perhaps 
it is because I am called after that serpent, that 
blood-sucker, Louis Quatorze. Well, I will choose 
one for myself ; for bachelors, I perceive, must work 
for themselves. Self-help is essential to them at 
all events. Here is my emblem/^ Louis said, pull- 
ing up a puff-mushroom, quite full of black dust. 
'^Like this I am an upstart, springing up into a 
somebody all in a minute; fair outside and foul 
within, good for nothing. Still, I puff myself ofF 
in great style ; and if any meddling person dåres to 
scrutinize me too closely, with great sang-froid, I 
throw dust in their eyes and escape observation.^^ 

They all laughed as Louis made his escape, as 
quickly as possible, pulling up puff-mushrooms, and 
pelting them right and left, so that they ran away 
from the black dust, to spend the rest of the evening 
within doors. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



* To watch the flow*rets of affection bloom, 
And see those lilies of the heart anse, 
Which make the garden of our spirit green, 
And breathe a fragrance o'er afFection's world." 




JIME rolled on its ciever-ceasing wheels. 
Our Huguenots prospered. Devoted to 
William of Orange, faithful to his interests, they 
were ready to join him in any undertaking he judged 
proper. Henri rejoiced in the birth of a son, whose 
baptism was honoured by the presence of the Prince 
and Princess of Orange. In honour of them, the 
son and heir was called William Orange de Paré. 
Playfully, as he grew, his friends called him Baby 
Orange and the Little Orangeman. (What a pity 
a similar baby was never met with to be the founder 
of the Orange Society !) Philippe, also, before two 
years had expired was blessed with both son and 
daughter. To no person they gave more pleasure 



Digitized 



by Google 



1 62 Philippe. 

than to their grandsire, the noble Count de Paré. 
He had a knee for each, and when privileged to sit 
there to prattle, the grandpapa and the children were 
equally delighted with each other. 

And Delany — where has he been ? In school. 
Prince William took great interest in Delany. He 
liked his character. He liked his countryihen, the 
Irish nation, and he was anxious that Delany might 
profit so much by educational advantages and mili- 
tary discipline as to enable him to raise him from 
the ranks. 

Delany was now dicpected to return to join his 
regiment, not as a private, but with a commission 
presented to him by the Prince. Philippe and Henri 
were glad to see their tried friend Patrick Delany, 
when he called to pay his respects to them. He 
was the same unsophisticated, kind-hearted being as, 
ever, but so much changed in his style of conversa- 
tion, manner, and appearance, as to astonish and 
gratify them. His natural talents now developed 
themselves in many pleasing ways. Above all 
things he had gained, was the knowledge of true 
Bible religion. The Prince took much pleasure in 
talking to him conceming Ireland. Philippe made 
Delany sing for the Prince ^^ The last Harp of Erin,'* 
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and William bumed to be able to free the poor Irish 
from the despotism of Jesuits, and the slavery of 
Popery. Ensign Delany was now an ofBcer whose 
energy and zeal rendered him useful to his Prince. 
Philippe and Henri, who now ranked high in a 
cavalry regiment, petitioned the Prince to appoint 
Delany an ensign in their corps, 

Great preparations were now making in Holland. 
A large army well organised, also a fleet well man- 
ned, were in readiness on any emergency to leave 
her stores. William, the true and ardent friend of 
Protestantism, bided his time and strengthened his 
hånds. Ready he was to head his troops at a mo- 
ment^s waming> should opportunity arise to enable 
him to defeat the enemies of Truth and Liberty. 
He had also personal cause for hostility against 
Louis XIV., who had not during the persccutions 
spared the Protestants in his territory in France, 
the Principality of Orange (from which he took his 
title.) Every distressed Huguenot, from the poor 
tradesman to the aristocrat, were alike welcomed to 
the hospitable shores of Holland — the refuge of the 
refugees from France. He now felt a benefit arise 
from the numbers that crowded to him for shelter 
and safety. By them he was enabled to increase 
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his anny. Even whole regiments were composed of 
Huguenots. 

Not very long after Delany had joined his regi- 
ment^ there was commotion in Holland. Evidently 
Some private news had arrived, as the fleet was 
ordered to be in readiness to sail^ and the army was 
called out for embarkation immediately. 

All was ready. William and Mary were cailed to 
the throne of England by the English Protestants. 
Weary of the miseries entailed upon them by the 
bigotry and persecudng spirit of James the Second^ 
they determined to revolt in favour of his daughter 
Mary, William^s wife. Now^ he reaped the fruits 
of his energetic and unwearied efforts to have the 
means in his power of avenging the treatment of 
Protestants, and promoting their welfare. 

The great Protestant champion set out imme^ 
diately for England with his fleet and with his army. 
Away they sailed in sight of the shores of France, 
to the astonishment of those that thought there was 
no help for the persecuted in heaven above or on 
earth beneath. 

Count de Paré sailed in the same ship as the 
Prince. All our interesting Huguenot party sailed 
with him. M. Prideaux and his son Louis^ with 
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Henri, Philippe, and their families. M. Vemier 
alone remained in Holland : he might follow them, 
he said, when they were settled in England. The 
Rev. M. Colbert, now a Bible-instructed clergyman, 
joined a regiment as chaplain. Delany was in great 
joy. 

Away sailed the fleet — the army — and the vessels 
that contained the women and children. The 
voyage was prosperous, and soon they reached the 
shores of England, where they were welcomed and 
hailed as deliverers. ^^ Long live William and Mary 
to reign over us/^ resounded in their ears. 

Thus William, with his wife, without a battle, 
ascended the English throne, James and the Jesuits 
having decamped from England. After a little time 
our exiles were enabled to enjoy their' English 
hornes. Among the Huguenots residing for years 
in England, they met with many friends and 
relatives, who told them how well the Huguenots 
had been received in the days of good Queen Bess. 
They fraternized with them, and li ved in peace and 
happiness for a good while, under William and 
Mary. 

The old Count de Paré, William, when king of 
England, continued to treat as a chosen friend. The 

M 



Digitized 



by Google 



1 56 Philippe, 

Count, in conversation with King William, said, 
'^What a mercy for England to effect the disen- 
thronement of James II. without bloodshed ! What 
troubles have arlsen in these dominions during his 
short reign ! '^ 

" True, my friend,*' said the king, with his usual 
wisdom and forethought, '^ but do not be too san- 
guine, The plotters will plot again, I fear. Ireland 
is causing me much anxiety. The Jesuits will not 
give her up easily. Popery is very dominant there. 
I must send prompt assistance thither. De Paré, I 
am enthusiastic in the cause of Protestants. I have 
loiig waited for this day, when I could give them 
freedom to worship the God ofj their loved Bible 
in peace. James is the tool in the hånds of the 
Jesuits, who have detcrmined, if they can, to uproot 
Protestantism in these realms. Though James is a 
coward, and a man of no abilities to reign or rule, 
yet when he is used by wiser heads as a wedge to 
carry out the designs of elever and crafty men, he is 
to be feared. I cannot think we are done with him 
or his intrigues. Ireland is a stronghold of Popery. 
There James and his Jesuit leaders have much 
influence. There, methinks, I see already dark 
shadows of coming events, and in her political 
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horizon gloom and storm seem gathering round« In 
my Irish dominions I know I am not a popular 
king. This I attribute to the underworking of 
the Jesuits. Therefore I really anticipate serious 
troubles in that quarter — perhaps a stmggle to rein- 
state James. I fear I have not been wise in dis- 
banding some of my regiments. However, I will 
watch, and be ready if possible. De Paré, my dear 
friend, you and I may be called to fight together 
under the Banner of Truth — ^Jehovah Nissi ! " 

" Well, your majesty, aged as I am, you will find 
me ready and willing." 

''De Paré, you are not as old as my chief warrior, 
Marshal de Schomberg, now Duke. You cannot 
think how much I love Ireland. I am deeply inter- 
ested in her future welfare. 1 have studied her 
ancient history; and it is sad to think what bar- 
barism she must have fallen into, since the Bible 
has become a sealed book to her millions. If an 
Irishman of the fourth or seventh century could visit 
his country now, how it would astonish and grieve 
him to see his countrymen sunk in ignorance, 
superstition, and bigotry. The nation that in his 
time was so famous for her colleges for instruction 
in literature, and her colleges for scriptural instruction 
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also, that students from all parts flocked to her 
shores to benefit by her superior knowledge in sacred 
lore, as well as in secular. Well may we say, ' How 
has the mighty fallen !^ ^' 

''Åh/' said De Paré, ''Satan hates those that 
are mighty in the Scriptures; and when once he 
succeeded in putting an extinguisher over the Lamp 
given to guide their feet into the way of peace, all the 
evils that arise from darkness folléwfed ; and now the 
benighted Irishmen stumble on rocks of bigotry, of 
ignorance, of superstition, and, worse than/all; of 
idolatry/^ [ 

King William's anticipations were realized. Soon 
was he called to the field of battle to contend 
for the peaceful possession of his dominions, 
with James IL, assisted by the French troops of 
Louis XIV. 

To Erin's fertile shores he came: to see, to 
conquer. The glorious victory achieved at the 
Battle of the Boyne will ever be remembered in 
the country where it was fought, and its still more 
glorious effects, (freedom of worship and an open 
Bible,) will be for ever memorialised in the heart- 
tablets of the lovers of Gospel truths. To William 
Protestants are so deeply indebted for the gpread of 
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Gospel truth, and for thie privilege of worshipping 
the God of the Bible in peace, that one need not be 
surprised that even to this day many glory in the 
name of their faithful friend and champion, William, 
Prince of Orange, and take a pride in being an 
Orangeman, a member of the Orange Society. Be- 
loved Irishmen — dear Roman Catholic countrymen, 
think of that battle. Irishman against Irishman — 
Frenchman against Frenchman — brother against 
brother, fought that battle. There the poor, perse- 
cuted Huguenots met their persecutors face to face, 
in battle array — the men that murdered and im- 
prisoned their relatives, confjscated their property, 
drove them, in perils, in necessities, in nakedness, 
to exile in a foreign shore. 

Was it to revenge this they faced them in battle 
array? No: the Battle of the Boyne was fought 
that the Irish should be prescrved from the cruelties 
the Huguenots had sufFered, and that they might 
have liberty in their homestead to worship the God 
of their fathers as they wished, and to read the letter 
the Lord of Hosts-s— the Saviour of sinners, had 
written, without being in danger of fire and sword. 

May Irishmen prize their birthright — the right of 
reading, of loving, of believing the Book, the only 
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Book that God wrote, that God sent to man to 
guide him to the worid aboye--<<he world to come. 
And every man that prizes his birthright will glory 
in the name of William of Orange, who willingly 
came in person to that battle-iield to preserve to 
you, Irishmen, your Bible, your liberties, and your 
fights — heaven-bom rights! Remember, Irishmen, 
William the Conqueror never persecuted his Romaa 
Catholic subjects because they would not become 
Protestants; but Louis XIV. of France, aided by 
the Pope of Rome, persecuted his subjects because 
they would not become Roman Catholics. 
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CHAPTER XIV, 



JI^'fiHN the midst of all this war and tumult it is 
KS3«B9I our peculiar business to mind our own 
interesting Huguenots, whose joy s and sorrows we 
have, as it were, sympathised with, all through their 
trials and their wanderings. 

After the battle was over, Delany seeing a soldier 
belonging to James's army lying wounded opposite 
to where he was standing stooped to assist him, 
saying, ''Are you badly wounded? Can I do any- 
thing for you?^' 

'^My arm is wounded/' the soldier answered, 
tuming, at the same time, his face upwards towards 
IDelany, who instantly recognised in him his only 
brother. 

'' Billy ! my brother ! how glad I am to see you. 
How are my father and mother? Are they alive 
and well ? I must go and visit them as soon as I 
can get leave/' 

" Well, Paddy, I never would know you. These 
foreign parts how they change a man 1 Why, you 
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look like a kind of a gentleman ! Mother will be so 
proud of you \" 

Ensign Delany put his arm round his brtfther to 
support him, as he said, '' I will ask leave of my 
commanding officer to go home with you/' 

*' It is bad news we have to tell at home. Think 
of us losing the day, and letting these cursed Protes- 
tants win all/' 

'^ You and I have been fighting on different sides, 
Billy, but that need not divide us, brothers. When 
I go home I will read the Bible, and tell you all 
about the way of salvation ; and I am sure you will 
not love me less because I am a Protestant." 

" A Protestant, did you say ? My mother will 
never let you darken her door. Nor will you and I 
ever walk at one side of the road. Go to h — , you 
turncoat j it would be doing the Church service to 
send you out of the world.'' 

While saying this, he extricated himself from his 
brother's embrace, and passionately piercing him in 
the side with his sword, he disappeared. Ensign 
Delany bled so much that he became weak. He 
was lying in this state for some time, when for- 
tunately Philippe and Henri walked by arm-in-arm, 
talking to each other of the events of the day. As 
they passed, Delany caught Philippe's dress — 
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'' Major de Paré, I am wounded/' 

The brothers stopped, much concemed to find 
their friend Delany wounded; and more so, when 
they heard that it was his own bigoted brother that 
had in a fit of rage inflicted the wound. 

When Philippe had with his pocket-handkerchief 
staunched the blood, a man who was passing as- 
sisted Henri to carry Delany to where the doctors 
were in attendance on the wounded. 

" Henri, while you are engaged with Delany, I 
will scek out my father. I saw him with the King 
safe and unwounded ; but the Duke Schomberg was 
killed in the battle, which causes much grief to his 
Majesty. As soon as you have procured medical 
aid and care for Delany, hasten to me. I go towards 
the platform where I last saw my father. I am in 
hopes Delany*s wound will not be serious/' 

Philippe walked on smartly. On arriving near 
the platform he was gready shocked on finding his 
father dead, and his body quite warm, as if but 
recently wounded. While he was bending over him 
in horror and amazement, a well-aimed shot from 
behind wounded himself mortally. He tumed and 
fell, saying to a man he had not before seen — 

" Monsignor Paulino ! Is it you who have assas- 
sinated both me and my father ? Oh ! how bitter 
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IS my cup ! My wife, my babes ! How you will 
grieve P 

Paulino (for it was he who bad committed the 
diabolical deed) sat down supporting Philippe, ap- 
parently in an agonized state of mind. 

''De Paré, I wish I had shot myself instead of 
you. You are the only being I love in the world. 
Strange! I obey orders that I dåre not disobey, 
You know the Code of Laws I must obey to the 
letter ; you know the awful oaths that bind me. I 
have been on your track these many years, and you 
would have been in etemity long since, had I had 
the nerve, the cruelty to strike the blow. For this 
mercy to you, I have been pumshed — imprisoned.^' 

Philippe put his hånd in his, saying — 

" I forgive you. I know the thraldom of soul and 
spirit you are held in. Make me one solemn pro- 
mise. Here is my dying gift, my pocket Bible; 
read it.^' 

" Philippe, I am miserable for life. I would give 
my life now to save yours. It is too late now to 
dissemble. I wish I was not a Jesuit; but the 
cords, the chains of that Order are around me — I 
never can break them. Were these words of mine 
heard I would be imprisoned for life.^' 

''Will you make amends for the bitter wrong you 
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have inflicted on me and mine, by promising to read 
this book with prayer to have it opened and blessed 
to you ? I feel as it were a certainty that my djdng 
prayer will be answered, and that this book will be 
the means of bringing you to Christ, who will set 
you free. Then, you will fear God more than man. 
Promise to take this book for your sole guide, that I 
may die happy, and meet you among the crowd that 
no man can number, whose robes are made white in 
the blood of the Lamb who died for them." 

'^I promise— I feel a changed man. Beloved 
pupil, whatever I may sufFer, I will go hide from the 
world to read, to pray, to try to do whatever the 
teaching of this Bible tells me." 

*' Farewell, Paulino ; I go before you to glory, and 
I am comforted by a prescience, I cannot say my 
feeling. I feel sure you will meet me in a happy 
etemity. Farewell again. My wife — babes — wife, 

fare ;" and Philippe, the persecuted, died in the 

arms of his enemy-friend. 

To ensure his safety, Paulino was obliged to fly. 
Poor Henri! What a heart-rending scene awaited 
his arrival! No clue could be found that might 
lead to the discovery of the murderer, After the 
funeral honours were paid to the deceased, Henri 
obtained leave to hurry home to comfort the bereaved 
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Bertha^ and to nioum in silence the double loss of 
father and brother. Delany accompanied him, much 
recruited^ but still an invalid. 

The pangs of remorse gnawing his very vitals, 
rendered Paulino miserable. Perfectly, sincerely, he 
fulfilled his promise. He disguised himself as a 
poor fisherman^ lived in a lonely hut near the sea ; 
he was constantly in a boat on the ocean apparently 
fishing^ but more frequently reading^ praying, medi- 
tating. In faet he almost lived upon the ocean 
wave. When he lay upon his bed, the gloomy 
retrospect of his past life filling him with horror, 
with terror, and the phantom-like forms of Philippe 
and his father haunting him, waking or sleeping, he 
would spring from his couch, as if to flee from 
himself, his hated, his degraded self ; on his knees 
he would then implore God for pity, beseeching Him 
to show him the Saviour that saved Philippe, to give 
him the faith He gave to Philippe ; then ofF to his 
boat he rushed to spend the night upon the lonely 
deep. The ocean with its horrors scemed to suit his 
frame of mind, to echo his harrowing feelings; 
sometimes it seemed an emblem of himself; and 
often it led him to seek the only One who could 
govern or guide either him or it. The moan of the 
ocean wave, as it died upon the shore, sympathised 
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with his deep heart-moans ; and, companion-like in 
grief, soothed the sadness of his weary, his heavy- 
laden spirit. And when the stormy billows swelled 
and roared, foaming, and with tremendous force 
breaking against the barren rocks, each successive 
wave swelling higher and higher, powerfully dashing 
onwards, formidably threatening and often com- 
pieting destruction in its course. Still, still, the 
latter end of each was one, the same — to die away 
in its death-moan on the shore ; obliged to obey the 
mandate of the great Ruier over all — '' Hitherto 
shalt thou come, and no farther; here shall thy 
proud waves be stayed/' When he gazed upon the 
scene of awful grandeur, he would despondingly say 
— " Alas ! what am I ? swelled with pride and am- 
bition, I have, like the waves, followed my leaders 
in the path of destruction, of misery and desih" 

A cove of safety he had discovered for his boat, 
when storms raged too fiercely ; then, on the top of 
a rock which sheltered his cove, he would sit for 
hours, absorbed in thoughts, suggested by the ocean 
as it seethed before him, in all its grandeur and 
sublimity, giving them utterance to the winds that 
bore them in waves upon their pinions, where we 
cannot say. On the ocean he felt a free man, The 
freedom of thinking aloud — of pouring out his 
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thoughts^ as freely as the waves send forth their 
spray, was to him a peculiar pleasure; so.long had 
he been kept under a thraldom' and espionage that 
obliged him to suppress the thoughts^ the ideas of a 
highly gifted mind^ and to give vent to none^ until 
weighed in the balance of caution^ of expediency^ 
and too often of guilt. " My creed has been the • 
Jesuit^s creed," he said : " ' Let us do evil that good 
may come/ 'The end sanctifies the means/ What 
crimes has it not led me to commit! I feel thankfiil 
that the Omnipotent has stayed me, in my awful 
course, as He has stayed the ocean wave. But I 
want more ; still, still, is my troubled soul like the 
waves of the sea, casting up mire and dirt ; I want 
Jesus to be my Saviour, and for His sake I want 
Jehovah to cast all my sins in the depths of the sea. 
Oh joy ! joy unspeakable ! Precious are the promises 
to the believer. I will not cease seeking, beseeching, 
until all are mine, grasped by the hånd of faith. 
Then though I die, like the waves upon the shore 
of time, yet as the waves recede to rise again in 
renewed grandeur in other regions ; so shall my soul 
rise triumphant in etemity, there in regions of bliss 
to praise and glorify the Saviour that redeemed me." 
However, the anguish of his mind was so great — 
the murder he had committed pressed on him so 
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much — that he lived only three or four months in 
his seclusion from the haunts of men. When he 
found his latter end draw near, he wrote to Philippe's 
widow a statement of all that had happened to her 
husband and his father, imploring her to try and 
forgive the culprit. He told her of his having found 
peace in Jesus. A little hymn he composed on his 
death-bed he enclosed to her, requesting her sym- 
pathy and forgiveness. The hymn was as follows : — 

Praise Christ ! in Him we *re blest ; 
His blood hath bought a rest ; 
A rest ! where no earth sorrow. 
Still shades each day — each morrow. 

' Joy ! to be free from sin, 
To rest — all peade within — 
In that sweet home up yonder, 
Where Satan tempis no longer. 

Oh I for that home above, 
That home of bliss and love ; 
Where Jesus reigns victorious, 
Where all is bright and glorious ; 

Where chant the happy throng, 
Their everlasting song ; 
The dornes of heaven ringing, 
With angels' voices singing. 

He also enclosed to her a will, bequeathing what he 
possessed to Philippe's son, now Count de Paré, 
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In a letter he wrote to the General of the Jesuits 
at Rome, he stated the change that had taken place 
in his religions opinions. He strongly pleaded the 
cause of the Gospel, and condemned unsparingly 
the Society of Jesus — their code of laws. 

'^The law of God, given in the Bible as a mie of 
life to man/' he said, "was holy, just, and good; 
and when compared with the law drawn up by 
Loyola, the latter must be acknowledged to savour 
more of Satan than of a holy God, so opposed is it 
to truth and justice/' 

These letters he consigned to the care of the 
physician who attended him, to forward as directed. 

He was by his own desire enclosed in a stone 
coffin, and buried in the ocean, near his favourite 
cove. 

The following inscription he ordered to be engraved 
on his cofEn : — 

** Waiting until the sea gives up its dead, 
Here lieth the chief of sinners 5 
Whose hope is anchored in the sure 
And steadfast Rock of Ages." 



PoRTHOUS & GiBBS, Printers, z8 Wicklow Street, Dublin. 
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